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If her poets were dead to the truth o' her story, 
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Tho' her glories to day should be buried in sorrow , 
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PRINTED BT VAHDECASTEELE-WERBROUCK. 

1846. 



Jtc : /■ £/#• 



f x 



>v 



».\ » 



INDEX. 



Preface • *. '. \ . . t 

Clio. Ballad. All hail this night 1 

— Song. A health to ye auld friend , Man .... 4 

— Ballad. Hark, Tammie cogs a cade of ale . . . 7 

— Romance. Tunbrigde Wells : 10 

ThaluI My Sootie Auld Lum 13 

— Bonnie Marie Jean 14 

— Song. The .ffiolian Harp 16 

«— Geiang. Goede gezondheyd, goede vriend ... 18 

— Birthday Song 19 

— Ballad. Hail hour o' bliss, hail happy sight. . . 21 

— Song. I've always deem'd the joy o' Ioyo • • • 22 
■bipombni. Bonnie Marie will ye gae, etc. . . . . 25 

— Song. when we're at a preachin'. • . . • 26 

— Song. The Rose Marie ......... 28 

— Song. Love sent me in a cantie hour • • . . 35 

— Adieu to my Friends ........... 34 

-*- Song. Our hearth was never dreary. . , . • 36 

EuTXBPB. Song. Frae the muchklin's flawin' brink . . 37 

— Song. The nuts are now ripe and the flouris etc, . 40 

— Song. Julies' Posk o' whoopie wallow . . . . 42 

— The Fading Rose : . 43 

— Dirge. The Dying huntress 9 confession' a true tale. 45 
Euro. Song. Beneath the woodbine's mantling bower. 49 

— Pattie Salmon . . • . ; 51 

<— The Ballet of Beauty. ......... 53 

— Caroline's Bower !••••: 55 

— Song. In May when the buttercups etc. . . . 56 

— The Piper o* Lochabar . 57 

— The Weathercock Song . . 59 

Cuuops. Song. Ance upon tho foaming Ocean .... 61 

— New Song 63 

— Song. Ae day Friar Phillip said etc. . . . • 65 

— Song. To the Echo 67 

— Song. From a true Story 68 

— WilUs Wife ; 59 

— My favourite Dog Zampa. ........ 71 

Tibpsicobe. The Emigrants Lament 74 

— To Lydia 75 

— Catch. Walshamstow Bells ........ 77 

— Glee. Such beauties does Zara display .... 78 

— Song. A dance a Instow ......... 78 

— Song. Instow Quay •••••••••. 79 

— Song. The Epicurean wish 82 



IV INDEX. 

Poltbtmnu. Dun Edin's Bell 84 

— To tny anld Dog Shargr .•..*..••..• 85 

— Fairwell to May 85 

— On a Mouse, accidentally killed 87 

— Het Kind en de Wind 88 

— Le yobu de la Jeunesse accompli 89 

— My Lawlan Lassiie 99 

— Henhain Dells . 90 

— Epithalamium 1816 94 

— The Cherryclack Song 05 

— On the Rival Poets 9(5 

Ubanu. Song. Wi* right guid friend, the hallan ronn\ 97 

— Hope. how quicklie , how fleeting .... 98 

— Alia Santa Virgine 101 

— Birthday Song 102 

— The Border Jacobite's lay 102 

— War Song ; .103 

— Song. O ye wee drooping bells o' bine. • . . 104 

— The Reyir Lys ; 105 

— The Merrymaids "Wake 105 

— Impromptu Verses. To the AutAour of the Wallet. 108 
Aclau. Christmas Wassail Song 109 

— Song. Willie is of age the day. 112 

— Ode to twa Tumbler Doos 114 

— Balloon Song 110 

— Sheperd's Dog Song . .- . # 118 

— Cambridge Breakfast Song ........ 120 

ThalI*. Song. Dear Nannie. . . • 121 

— The Altercation Song 122 

— Glee The'Blosoms of Erin ........ 123 

— Crusader's Hymn . • 124 

— Spring Song 124 

— The Shepherd of Edonia. 129 

— Ballad: As ance in Autumn's Orchard shade. • 128 

— Song. The twa Pipers. .......... 131 

Edphbostre. pity twa wanderin' Pipers 133 

— Song. Auldr Nick* cam paddling over the brine. 135 

— WaTsong. Of Derwent Water . . . . . • . 136 

— Song. The GirPs the Jo, for a 1 that; .... 139 

— Song. Blythe, blythe an' merry we've been . • 141 
.— Zampa's Lament 142 



PREFACE. 



As I have neither the honour of being born 
a vocalist, nor have any title to the character of 
a poet; so the reader may justly ask -why I 
have thought proper to furbish the Piper with 
a Songbook for his Wallet? Mow without any 
pretensions to the laurel crown , I have never- 
theless been all my life fond of prosody. Pro- 
bably both cerebral organisation and the 
classical bringing up of scholars in England, 
who almost begin with Latin and Greek poetry; 
may have been the joint causes of this fancy , 
and may explain why from my youngest days 
I have been in the habit of versemaking. A 
person who has largely develloped Organs of 
Ideality, must of necessity, dwell a great deal 
in a world of his own , and be prompted in 
moments of leisure to carry out his conceptions 
of the beau ideal in the construction of poems. 
To me in the canty days of my childhood, 
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every scented blosom that opened its beauties 
in spring , every yellow leaf that fell from the 
spray in autumn , became the theme of an ode ; or 
at least were the first hints for putting together 
what in childish ignorance 1 called a poem. 
By degrees I grew fond of music , being in the 
habit of hearing some of the best compositions 
executed in good style. But of all the varieties of 
melody, which were constantly played, no one 
ever excited a greater intrerst than that species 
of popular composition which the Gentians call 
Volkslieder or songs of the people, The collec- 
tions of Herder, the songs of G6lhe 9 the poetry 
of Schiller and the German music in general 
were among the first that I studied with re- 
ference to the character of the nations or pro- 
vinces in which they originated; afterwards 
those of Italy and France engaged my attention, 
and lasty I collected our old Irish and British 
songs. But after hearing the whole collection 
repeatedly played and sung, those of Scotland 
and Ireland alone, but particularly the former, 
made a strong and lasting impression: I shall 
therefore follow these prefatory remarks with 
a short account of some of the most popular 
of these airs, and of their composers who during 
the 18 century, the most florishing period for 
£Uch music and indeed the very age of glees, 
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collected, improved and adapted Iheir tunes 
to the more modern words of Allan Ram- 
say, Burns and other writers of simple poetry. 
To the same airs, I have written the hasty 
productions which will be found in the ensuing 
pages. 

Among the various people of Europe in which 
what are called national airs are to be found , 
Scotland seems to be the only one that pos- 
sesses a pure simple and artless melody , 
which centuries have scarcely changed , and 
which seems likely , from its acknowledged 
exellence, to survive the alterations which music 
is perpetually undergoing in other con tries. It 
has been said that the Scottish airs , as well 
as the peculiar costume of the Highlands , were 
introduced by the Roman invader?, and that 
similar melodies existed in early times in 
Greece and Italy: the prevalence of the plain- 
live minor key, and the omission of the 4th 
and 7th in the scales of the Scottish tunes 
being adduced as arguments in favour of this 
hypothesis. Ee this as it may, the airs of our 
North British neighbours have for ages retained 
a peculiarity of character by which they may 
be easily distinguised both from the Irish and 
Welch, as well as from those few old songs 
which clone can rank as the national music 
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of the Southern English. Partaking largely of the 
passion for antient music which prevails in 
my family, I have studied the national airs of 
most of the countries in which I have travelled; 
in all these there are peculiar beauties: indeed 
the simple tunes of the songs of every people, 
particularly when harmonized for two or more 
voices , has always been very agreable melody ; 
but still there is something in the music of 
Scotland that has charms above every other. 
Whether I owe this susceptibility of the impres- 
sions of the Caledonian Muse to cerebral orga- 
nization, to early associations, or to both, it is 
difficult now to say; neither can I determine 
the quantum of influence in the formation of taste 
which the recitation of the Jacobite exploits 
of my Border Ancestry may have had in 
youth; but this I know for certain, that from 
the very earliest period of my life the Scottish 
songs among vocal and the sonatas of Corelli 
among instrumental music, have had charms 
for my musical organs which no other com- 
positions ever possessed. 

No doubt the pleasing recollections of infancy 
and its associations form in a certain degree 
the basis of our attachment to particular airs 
which have been sung to us in the nursery; 
and on this principle, many English national 
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songs are still very pleasing, being perhaps 
the earliest that ever gingled in bur ears , during 
the happy period of life to which I allude. But 
this cannot be the only cause why the Scottish 
ballads are so pleasing: for when I heard many 
of them for the first time when a lad in Edin- 
borogh, while pursuing my studies, they in- 
stantly produced a most magical effect on the 
imagination. They were first sung to me by 
a young lady in Edinburg in 1816. And 
afterwards by Highland glemen and pipers 
whom I met with in my travels: and so strohg 
an impression have these tunes left on the mind , 
that often when I have had an idle moment to 
spare from scientifie pursuits, I have amused 
myself with writing new words to them foun- 
ded on early recollections of auld. lang syne* 
And as the songs yrhieh I penned in the morning 
were often sung at night by a talented musical 
friend , also a composer, we found our ballads 
a great addition to the wassail .bowl and lup- 
ting pipe , wherewith we used to beguile tfyft 
long hours of the last severe winter , dum 
lediens fugat astra Phoebus. These songs, at first 
only scrawled on backs of letters, or strips of 
waste paper, have been collected into a scrap- 
book , the Album of our Noctea Uruffcnses. They 
bear the initials of the writers; and they 
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may, for all that I know, be some day submit- 
ted to the British public , may gang northward, 
cross the Border and find their way in to the 
districts to which they relate. Mean while I shall 
say something of national music in general and 
of its varieties, and shall record some exam- 
ples of songs which were collected in different 
countries, in order to shew, if possible, how 
much national organization, as well as sce- 
nery and climate must have contributed to 
their pecularilies. 

Let us reflect, as we review the subject, on 
the principle of association, as one of the most 
prolific sources of the pleasure derived from 
music. As the Book of Job is the first drama , 
so the Song of Solomon and the Paalms of David 
may be reckoned the earliest dittes of which 
we have any distinct record. When we read 
or hear them, we are transported by association 
into the regions of the Holy Land: in imagi- 
nations we see the domes of Jerusalem, the 
towers and hanging gardens of Babylon, the 
swamps of Moab , the narrow passes of Edom f 
the gates of Gaza , the sevenfold walls of 
Ecbatana, the strength -of Anathotb and Thap- 
sacus, the mouruful site of Niniveh; we trace 
civilization from Thebes the mother of nations 
to the extreme West of the antient empires, 
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travel oyer Syria's fertile plains , halt with the 
wandering flocks at the wells of Padan Aram 
or refresh ourselves with the roses of Jericho 
beyond Jordan. Here we have a powerful set 
of early associations operating on. the fancy. 
These production of the great men of, Israeli 
have bbeil* the prototypes of the Grecian ,. Romftfi 
and; modern theatre. But though Palestine.!)** 
been 4he cradle of the Oriental Muses, yet: Ira 
find history very bare of any information res- 
pecting collateral compositon, and though India 
and ^Bgypt had their barda and dramatists, 
there is very liUle mention of them till a much 
later period* 

It is probable'lhat the times in which JEshylus , 
Euripides and. Soplocles and the comedian Ari- 
stophanes wrote, constituted the Golden Age of an: 
tient d rama , which , as well aa the songs and lyrics 
of the Greeks, was soon imitated at Rome, 
Bui as the merits of. these writers have ;been 
discussed in the Prolegomena to my JPhibtophia 
Musarum, it will be useless to repeat them 
here: suffice it to say that several centuries 
followed, the early part of which have been 
called the dark ages, of which little or no 
musk has descended down to our day?. 
With the revival ofle Iters, music spradg again 
intQ life, and it has had , like all other sciences 
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its bright aud its dark periods. Probably vo- 
cal as well as instrumental music was never 
at so high a degree of perfection as in the days 
of Purcel , Green , Locke , Corelli , Pergolesi 
and Handel. The best Catches , Glees , and har- 
monized Songs frerQ then in., Vague* *md it 
wasduringthe^at&e period that the test: editions 
tffclhc tta/tionafl aits, to Vtrhich I allude , appeared 
tttforfe the public. Compared with these, all 
modern music, to. me at least, is poor. Little 
or nothing good has been composed since the 
death of Handel , and the modern stuff, which 
bears- the name of this science , is a mere tissue 
of whimsical melodies possessing neither beau- 
ties nor harmony and whose merit seems only 
to consist in their execution , always ennuing , 
and often so difficult arid tiresome that the 
sober antient musicien isdisposed, with J)' John- 
son, to wish that it had been, impassible! 

It is necessary to observe here that the prin- 
cipal part bf the exnsuing songs, beiogconaposed 
by me, will be found in Philosophia Musarum, 
in which all my poetical nugae are collected; 
but of that work there are only a few copies 
printed chiefly for private circulation; so that 
the songs of the present opuscuium may be 
regarded as for the first time before the public. 

Bruges February 20 184G. T. F0ft9TER. co J 
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ANALYSIS OF THE WORK 

1 I . * • • • « 

INCLUDING SOME OBSERVATIONS Olf NATIONAL AIRS, 
PARTICULARLY THE SCOTTISH TUNES, 



As the songs 111 this work are arranged 
according to the several Muses under whose 
impression I haye written them; so it may be 
as well to give some account of this arrangement, 
and of the reason why I have adopted it, 
after the manner of the antients. It is to be 
observed therefore that the plan of adapting 
the character of each song to that of the re- 
spective Muse has been adhered to as much 
as possible , although it could not be completely 
observed; many of the pieces being added after 
the rest were printed, in order to fill up the 
remaining blank pages of the halfshect. The 
same may be said of the supplimentary com- 
positions which range under the titles of the 
Graces. 
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For the information of juvenile readers I 
shall prefix some account of these patronesses 
of music and poetry to the history of the songs 
recorded under their names. 

Tavr Spa Movcrat totbov, OXiyxma 5a>/uar fyotxrat, 
Evvia Ovyaripts /xcyaAov. fribs &yeyq£tat, 
KAewa t EvrkpirqTe, OaAeta re, Mckiropiini T€ 
Tepyjnx^ T > 'Ep^ri tc, Uokyfivia t , Ovpavirj re, 
KaAAioiny 5' r{ b\ vpofaptsarr) esii; airavt&v* 
^H fxev yap j3acriA.ci3<Hz; a/x aXholouriv 6717/604. 

Cantando licet usque, minus via laedit, eamus* 

Songs have in all ages been the most popular 
kind of music , and we can trace their existence 
back into the very night of history; as I have 
before remarked, But they never existed in such 
perfection as in the 18th century, Whether we 
consider the words or the tunes, this was 
truly the Age of Song; and though Ballads, 
particularly those of a historical nature were 
prevalent at a much earlier period , as we learn 
from the accounts left us of our old minstrels 
and of the Troubadours of Provence, yet the 
melodies were neither so chaste, nor the har- 
monies so perfect as they afterwards became 
during the last century. If the Scottish tunes 
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were originally of Italian origin , it is singular 
that we should not have retained more distinct 
traces of it, I suspect the fact to be that , being 
natural and in conformity with the feelings 
of mankind, these or similar airs prevailed among 
many highly musical people, and that most 
if not all national tunes originated with the 
people among whom they are common. Some 
of the Scottish airs are very old, and have been 
improved in later times when they were adapted 
to new words. •••" 

Anld Lang Syne, for example, to whteh beau- 
tiful air I have written the first song in this 
book, although so pbpufar , is precisely the one 
of which V hive the least berfain : accouat. It 
is said to bfe motffe Abter.'ttan the favourite Wig 
winch. BMrfiB'wrofentO'iH but \ should hardly 
have given it an ewlier dale {t hart the } period 
of the rebellion, if. so old, had I not been 
assured that the air is very antient, but had 
been improved, in later years. - » ■ 



»-, . - ,• ~\\ ' ' * ^t 

Qoem virum aut herpa lyra *el acri 
Tibifc' sumis celeb rare, Clib? T 
Quern deum ,• cuja» Tefcinel joooia 

■ Notpea. imago, , » 
Aut in umbrosis Heliconis oris, 
Aut super Pindo, gelidoye iu Heemo, 
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Uode Yocalem temeri imecutas 

Orphea sitva, 
Arte-mvteralk rapidbt mortintem 
>. jriuminuiqjapppfy , oplerotque ventos, 

Blaqdum. et aortas fidibas canons 

Bucere quercus? 

Cfeioy. page 1, derived from kXb& oel&hro, 
ojr as qtljer say from &&$; gloria* m Ahe Muse 
of history, under whote name nue generally 
registered .songs relating to heroic exploits, eu- 
logies and $oe pieces of poetry. Udder fyer 
therefore, following the antient iQCftbad of clas- 
sification,, I hat* inserted some appropriate 
sQWg»., 

As the. first of the Scotch BalMda which 
occurs in, this book i* written to the tune of 
AvM Lang, Sym 9 it might hvi& been right 
to: begin with some accounts of this justly por 
pujar aiir , if any cotrect account of it* origin 
could have been procured: it possesses those 
peculiar characteristic* of Scottish • melody. , 
which can hardly.be mistaken, anc^ is pro- 
bably one of the genuine productions of the 
Galenondan Muse : the , song All hail this night 
my right gude friends vras composed for a new 
years party , by me^ during one the, qold nights 
of December 1844 while waiting to make some 
astronomical observations about midnight, and 
beguiling the lone hours, over a woodfire in 
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my room, with my pipe and cup of lea. The 
parties alluded to were our habitual guests , 
at our Sunday evening soirSes. 

Several other songs in this volume will go 
to the same tune; but there are others which 
suit them better. The first song under Uraitia 
was however written expressely. for this tune; 
and like many others was an impromptu which 
flashed across my mind one evening while 
reflecting, over my evening pipe and bowl, 
on the causes of that peculiar pleasure which 
attends the remembrance of infantine scenes. 
There are times when these start up in the 
magical looking glass of Memory , accompanied 
by all their associations , with a force and colou- 
ring very peculiar , bringing us at once back 
to the daffing days of youth , nay even to the 
nursery , the cshool , the very green lanes and 
primrose banks or grassie meads where we had 
" pu'd the gowans fine " in the sportive hours 
of early childhood. 

My literary friend Robert Norie Esq. British 
V. Consul at Ghent, has sent me sonie very 
pretty songs to the same tune, which from 
the unmerited compliments that he has there 
in paid to myself and family , 1 had not the 
face to . insert in a printed work. A few of that 
gentleman's production's however inserted at 
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pages 31, 108, arte sufficient to demonstrate a 
talent fbr.cotnfmiition, which rafety AdoroS the 
minds of men of active and businesslike habits* 
M r Campbell and M r Roscoe were exfceptiotls , 
-tfrho* like our friend; when the business of 
the day Vvas over regaled themselves aft the 
evening with the pleasures of literature* 

My Address to Tunbridge Wells whifch I 
have placed under the first Muse as vVell ad 
Burk, Tammie cogs a Code o' Ale. may bfc shor- 
tened and- sung to! the air now given to The 
Banks o* Doun f the ttrae ifttfelf is not very eto, 
and is said to have teen written by Mr BWler 
of EcKnboorg, to whom Somebody hid retokrked 
that by ptaying otlly the bteok keys oh .the 
harpsichord, something like a Scottish- tune 
would be produced. 

The song , ateo/ inserted, under Cud. page 4 , 
which I have inscribed WUL Andersen my 
joe my imagination atmtist occurred to in a 
moment while I was smoking aftei* breakfast , 
on finding amortg my papers: an old lfeltft to 
my father from M* Williarti Anderson the cele- 
brated curator of the Ghelseid Botanic Gai^den , 
and was intended to be sung at our annual 
Floral feast on the 24 of Jtfay, The air, which 
Burns adapted' to his John Ande/von, ii more 
than two ; centum* old and is to be found 



ANALYSIS. XVli 

my room, -with my pipe and cup of tea. The 
parties alluded to were our habitual guests, 
at our Sunday evening soirSes. 

Several other songs in this volume will go 
to the same tune; but there are others which 
suit them better. The first song under Uraitia 
was however written expressely. for this tune; 
and like many others was an impromptu which 
flashed across my mind one evening while 
reflecting, over my evening pipe and bowl, 
on the causes of that peculiar pleasure which 
attends the remembrance of infantine scenes. 
There are times when these start up in the 
magical looking glass of Memory , accompanied 
by all their associations , with a force and colou- 
ring very peculiar , bringing us at once back 
to the daffing days of youth , nay even to the 
nursery , the cshool , the very green lanes and 
primrose banks or grassie meads where we had 
" pu'd the gowans fine " in the sportive hours 
of early childhood. 

My literary friend Robert Norie Esq. British 
V. Consul at Ghent, has sent me some very 
pretty songs to the same tune, which from 
the unmerited compliments that he has there 
in paid to myself and family , 1 had not the 
face to . insert in a printed work. A few of that 
gentleman's production's however inserted at 
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Social delights are the same in every age 
and clime, thy depend on the org*nitation of 
the mind, and not on time or place, and may 
be enjoyed. 

Ante (beam si frigus erit; si messis, in umbra, 

Nevertheless particular circumstances are 
more favourable than others to the enjoyment 
of conviviality , nor does any idea furnish a 
stronger picture of happy sociality than the 
recollection of some of the old fire side evenings 
of our childhood , when we first played at hot 
coccles and whigmaleerie with our innocent as- 
sociates, or opened our lugs and eyes with 
wonder at Grannie's stories of hobgoblins , ghosts 
and haunted houses. 

" He was pull'd and pinch'd he said 
And she by Friar's Lantern led " 

The two last songs of this Muse are set to 
The Lass o 9 Gotcrie. I could have added some 
. curiours ghost and witch songs; but this would 
oidy have had a tendency to foster in the young 
mind the false belief in things which have 
no real existence, and thus do harm. It is time 
that superstition and error should be expelled ; 
and early impressions have a lasting influence 
even on the better judgmens of riper years. 



.if; 


■-u 


.nit 


H.\> 


\\ 


•> . • 


, i« 


. i 



A K A L Y S 1 S. XXI 

■Qbeto to, Melpbfaeht; letflel 

, N«ftceotepi .jj^cido Uwip» **flp"*i < j 

Ilium non labor Isthiqius 
Clarabit pugilenV , non equus impiger 

Curru dncet- Achaffoo ' 
Yictorem-; pjequf* rea beUipa , D(j|iia 

Oruatum foiiis ducem, , 
Quod rcgum turaidas contudent minas, 

Ostondet Capittlfd: ' 

Sed quia iTUrar aqua fer*le prtt&uuqt, 

£t spissn nemorum come, 
Fingent JEolio carmine nobilem. 

MiLPomwa, p. a5 f a name derived of 
lukirofiai modulor, is regarded as the Muse of 
tragedy, under whom, I h$ne consequently pla- 
ced the songs of a tragie , pensive or melan- 
cholly kind. 

The tune of the Lass J Gowrie in two flats, 
perhaps one of th?, most elegant of the Caledonian 
melodies, was orignally a statbspw air and 
was called Loch Broch Side. I have written 
several songs to it, beiqg a greet favourite, as 
will be seen in the pages 21, 22, 33. 

Under t^ia same tragic ttnae might be jaijged 
many,; of the m^tt Celebrated *ongs ofl the ias& 
century which relate ito,dififrp(H>iftted lo?e r T : hfc 
sejig ftf. ji^ld Bobbin Gndy i*<MH> ufftitQ)ttV>st 
estfenjgd! U was wriUem as late q» 1761 or 



XXII INTRODUCTION. 

thereabout, by a lady named Linsday of Bel- 
carras. I have often tried but never could fur- 
nish any new words to this tune. That such a sub- 
ject hould pleasfe the poets: to me it is veTy unac- 
countable one: but those who admire the tragedy of 
Isabella or the Fatal Marriage may find beauties 
in it. Love songs to be pleasing to me must 
always relate to successFal courtship «md not 
to jilting; much less to such auk word positions 
as this song relates to; nor could I ever under- 
stand Virgils. , 

Et vitula tu dignus et hie, et quiquis amores 
; ' Auk rabftuefe . didoes,, aut, ax£erietf r qmaiw v •: '?.'.>; < 

.* * •;:.'. i-iii r. ; l v *xn.^*- \ i *w>> . >' tK \ v ■•-". • 

-.„-., ...,.;.•.,.,. ^'^.^ «.r«,.J.T«- 

-*::*••■; u t» -n-»-i f *i;«:J r» )\t • :•. ft m!J .•; 

Me doctarum edera premia frontium.1' ii^ *ii >*•' 

. . BU jinispen t , s^pery? j.me ^riidu^ nemn8 9( . , ,. , [ f 

. .Nympnarumque leves cum Satyris chori 

' : Secernunftyoftalo; « ' 'nfefqtfe ' tibias : lu 3f '' 1 

; Euterpe eohitet 4, nee Polyhymnia - , • b< 
- \ m .Lesboum refugit tendere b^rbiton. ; yH t f 

Quod si me lyricis vatibus inseres, { 

'' Sublimi feriam sidera vertide; '' ' x l iA% :,,//9 " 
. * \ . i -•'.■•t' » -J r.« ,:^oe -id !" " 

EuTfeHPt, (^ and rcpirci*, jocUndd) tiie 
merry Muse, irrverttess of> the pipb : , anff as 
others said of mathematicks. C 1 ' 

The Anacreontic Frae the Munehkin's flatoin 3 
Brink is quise iik character' with this Muse , but 
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partakes also, as uearly all love song do, of 
the influence of Melpomene* 

The tune of Green grow the Rashes O by 
Burns, to which I have adapted the words, is 
very old and was written probably as early 
as 1549; b^ing , supposed to , the air alluded 
to in the Complaynt d Scotland, printed in that 
year, to the words Cow thou me thro 9 rushes 
green. 

Bums' soog to this air is simple and at the 
same time sound philosophy. The stanza: 

But gie me a cannie hour at e'en 

My arms about my dearie 
An' wardly cares an wardly men 

May a* gae to ps el t eerie 0. 

has been almost universally admired. 

The reader will be amused , at page 42, by 
tho words which are there adapted to the 
tune of Roy's Wife of Aldivalloch. At a merry 
party at Bruges, some person observed that 
nobody could parody Mrs Grant's pretty song; 
when I engaged to do so, and in a hasty 
moment penned on a strip of paper Julia's 
Posk o % muckle valour. This dog , a fine setter 
and a great favourite, was purchased on the 
3 of March 1859 , and used to be my companion 
in the fields; till my wife having a fancy to 
him, he became hers and neglected me and 
my walks , now taken with Zampa my poodle 
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and sbni^fl&es An&fr y holh Sf whbm are' the 
dogs alluded to in a subsequent song. This 
Circumstance however forms tKe Subject of the 
parody , which , with its ' both ioow cftiorus has 
been Frequently sung and admired. 
: "The ctfrious old tune itself?' Ending in the 
S di off th'ififcy, is said to have tieeti Written 
many yeartf before to a song callfcd Hho Ruffians 
Rant. But Roy's wife has certainly taken its 
place in the'nidsfc, and may even! continue to 
do so notwithstanding the introduction of Ju 
lia's Dog. 1 have however kuown persons who 
had a great dislike to Roys Wife as a song; 
though all must admire the tune, the time of 
which changes prettily in the chorus. This, 
like other Scottish airs, is often, played as a 
dancing gig. As the authoress of the song was 
married to Dr. Murray and lived in Batih, it may 
possibly have been written there. (*). 



(*) Among a few songs written in England but mistaken 
for Scottish airs owing to the omission of the 4 and 7 of the 
scales may be reckoned one which was teVy popular as early 
us 1796, some times called Mary's Dream^ but otherwise 
styled Sandy's Ghost, As nearly as I recollect the words are 
as follows. 

Sandie's Ghaist, 

The moon had climb'd the highest hill 
This* Hots o'er the source o'Deej 
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Th* dying Sunfresfa wn&ssMfflL is top few* 
t story, «md Wttfiwno +he %por(^t fwaojffe 
kid down Ay lb* « Jt*m*V Friend SkUwty , " 
that be <wowt crjtfiiqals nwften loifro *be |epo^*y 
(rflhwr character to feiog ribwod *wfom.cW. 
d*cn iowitnoss onrtlty »p .«ui?mJU. T^^^e, 
say the humane memtens idf Oii^ tafejy, is 
not the oirfy *tro*ry ,fe>d of ftfce ( poa^er 

" ii t i j ii i i ■ jiiii u i mn i n i hi ,i 



Her siller Trcht glent o'er the .tin 

Jot tinted /ilka War **' Jreej; 
Jfait .had laid to doun tp sleep , 

Her thochta on Sandie far at sea, 
When low art' saft * voice was heard 

"*> Marie* weep joae *nair 4er -fne*. 
She frae her pillow gentlie rais'd 

Her pow, to ken <wha there had been, 
And saw young Sandie'i pallid ghaist 

Wi* visage grim an* hollow e'en. 

lassie dear! cauld w my clay; 
It yes below a stormie sea; 

1 sleep in death far far away , 

Sae Marie weep nae mair for me. 
.Marie dear, yersel prepare, 

We soon ahall meet vpo* that tfhot e 
Aye toon maun meet tp part nae mair 

Where love is free o an* troubles o'er. 
Loud craw'd the cook, the shadow ffed, 

Nor mair o* Sandie cad she see, 
Jtot «aft the parting faotome sajd 

"Sweet Marie weep nae mair for me." 
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and of the thief, but often of the assassin and 
murderer. This may seem strong language to 
us, -who have all, more or less, enjoyed the 
sports of the field, but I begin to fear that it is 
too true. The amiable Society for promoting 
Universal Peace would do well to consider 
this momentous principle of early education. The 
gun , the whip , in short every thing calculated 
to inspire cruel ideas or promote the activity 
of the destructive and pagnacious organs , 
should be banished from the school. And if 
the childish nonsense of our books of nursery 
rhymes could be supplanted by childrens' verses 
full of humane sentiments , they would do more 
towards reforming the character than all the 
sermons in Ghristendome delivered in later life (*) . 



Erato. 

Orta, quid ad medicas, Erato, diverteris artes? 
Interior curru meta terenda meo est. 

Erato, (from Ep<o? Amor) is the Muse who 
represents poetry of the most amorous kind. The 



(*) See JEs$ay on Education by 7\ Fonter, Cotea, London 
1844. 
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; tongs 'which partake the more largely of this 
character are therefore registered under her tute- 
lary patronage. 

The first song of this division is written for 
the tune above described, namely the "Lass o' 

! Gowrie" but Pattie Salmon goes to the air of the 
old and humorous Fyfeshere Song of Meggy Lcno- 
der. The fifth in this collection is adapted to the 
air of The yeliotohaird Laddie. 

The Weathercock Song p. 59 is set to the air 
of " O a' the airts the tain 9 can blaw "which 
was originally a strathspey song composed in 
the last century by a Mr Marshall. 

The Piper of Lochabar at, p. 57 , is intended 
for the tune of Allan Campbell's bebutiful song 
FaretveU to Lochabar which is a very old tune 
remodelled, but whosQ (1 prigin in unknown. It 
begins 

Farewell to Loohabar an' farewell my Jean, 
Where heartaome wi* thee I hae mony a day been. 
For, Lochabar no more, Lochabar no more 
We'll, may be, return to Lochabar no more. 

I cannot trace the origin of the air, but like 
many others, it might be found in some of 
the old histories of Scottish music. Those 
who desire a more intimate acquaintance 
with the Caledonian poetry should read Dun- 
bar , the Chaucer of Scotland , and other early 
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writer*. The did Ffomisti sctog» much resemble 
thtf Scottish* arid I a>m cowiteied lint & got*} 
parallel history of the National Song. Music of 
6fca* Britain y Ireland y Fldnders and Gekmdfy , 
ftay irtclodingl the Song* of NothetJn Europe, 
wotM b<? eta* of the tatfst *altaftU* presents 
that the Bferfcti of oar day could malt* to Ate 
mUsidaf *ro*ld 

ClLUOPE. 

Besoeade- cori»; et dio age tibia 
Regiua loiigum, Calliope, meloi, 
ien voce nunc mavi* aeutft , 
Set* fixftbiw, tfftvraV* Pfcttki, 
Auditfe? aft ia». ltuttft rtnafiilis 
Inaania? Audire et.Yideor ptea 
Errare per lucoa, amoana 

<$uoW *t aquft attaint 6l aqtt*V 

Su**, et iimriaaft keda& doHdctt aapiUor 
Calliope querdlafc pifettinftfr peUie» tfherddft* 
Atqne hew jtafooffis aaribjungrt •ariniaa MStia. 

Colliope , p. 6 , from icaAoy and &/r, eloquent 
fcrtiag * betaufiftil toice, she tvffs feigttfcd (he 
motfttr of Orpheus* 

Under thia Jtostf I htfve put <he soflgs 
whose tunes* arfc the most pleasing. The firif 
fe to tta fatdtirtte air 6f Hotter 9 s Ghost, dud 
is, by sorrtt people! , regarded ars the prettiest sort 
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of measure for songs. The Slave Trade Song 
called the Nigro's Complaints set to the same 
tune. 

The Ballad p. 68 Ae day while ganging in 
the Street, from a true story, is, I hope, not too 
severe a satire on the cruel vagrant laws 
of some countries which consign a poor person 
to prison for " sleeping in the open air " or 
for •' singing in the street. " When the " devel- 
lopement " of Chistianity shall really come , these 
hardships will not be practised. 



Terpsychore. 

Terpsychoren odit facunda et nuda senectua. 

Terpsychobb p. 74, (Tf/n/axo/wj choreis delec- 
tata) the dancing Muse, also the inventress of 
chorus and therefore mistress of harmony. 

The Emigrants Lament p. 74 , relates to a 
family circumstance which recently occurred. 
I wrote it to dissuade a friend from emigration , 
in which I did not succed. The tune There's 
nae guid Luck about the House is a very good 
one , but neither it nor the song can be traced 
to any particular composer : Burns admired it 
much when it first became street music about 
the year 1771, 
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Polyhymnia. 

Disaensere Deae: quarum Polyhymnia coepit 
Prinvu aiton; *)ia dictaque ment<? notan& 

Polyhymnia p. 84 , (IloXujuii/ia the Musa mul- 
torum canticorum) contains some imitations of 
varions sorts of national music in different 
languages. Dun Ediris Bells is a catch for the 
lively tune of Hark the bonny Christ Church 
Bells which like Old Chairs to mend; Fie nay 
prithee John and many others came much into 
vogue about fifty years ago. 

The lines to My auld Dog Shargs were 
addressed to the memory of a favourite poodle 
who travelled with me for many years , and 
whose eulogy I have written together with 
some lines to be found in the notes. 



Urania. 

Collis o Heliconii 
Cultor Uranie genua! 

Ukania p. 97, (Ovpavia, Musa cmlestis) begins 
with a song already alludecj to , and written to 
the air of Auld Lang Syne ; the Ode to Hope 
which follows is quite in character with this 
Muse, and is therefore inserted, but like the 
Sheperd's Dog Song (see Aglaia p. 118)* ha» 
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been printed before in the notes to my poem 
Pah: further on, The Riper Lys 9 as well as 
the exellent Impromptu addressed to me, in 
allusion to my Essay on the Immortaly of Ani- 
mals, to my voyage in a balloon et ccelera, 
are from the pen of Mr Norie before alluded 
to, and bear hiai initials (*). 

Under this, head I might insert a very pretty 
song by Hcrschel on a family supper party 
given in his telescope, which I translated into 
latin Terse in February 1842, while riding 
home in a carriage after dining with that 
gentleman at Hawkhurst. 

Aglaia. 

Junctaeque Musis Gratia decentes. 

Aglaia p. 108 , (AyXaia, Splendor) the same 
person as Pasiphaes. 

The Cambridge Breakfast song which closes 
this division was written on a club of literary 
and scientific young men et Cambridge among 
whom was the author. We used to meet at 
each others rooms and breakfast every Sunday 



(•) My songs are usually signed T. x F.°«j] M» Norie's are 
lifted R. K. — Others accordingly. 
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morning, and discuss subjects of natural philo- 
sophy. Who wrote it , does not appear. 

Thalia. 

With two sister graces more 
To Wycrowaed Bacchus bore. 

Thalia p. 121 , (OaXXew, florere) was one 
of the three Graces, though bearing the same 
name as the Muse before described. 

The song Dear Nannie is to the tune of 
Come whistle and Til come to ye my lad. It 
is by some supposed to have been composed by 
a violin plager named Bruce. But I think it 
seems much like an Irish air , and was in 
all propability a production of the Muse of Erin. 
The uk Iter cation song p. 122 is to the merry 
tune of Come under my Plaidie* and was 
composed by M r John Mc Gill an Ayrshire 
minstrel. Mr Wilson in his exellent work The 
Songs of Scotland says that , in singing this 
song in dialogue , he gives usually a little of the 
Highland accent to auld Donald. 

Euphrosyhb. 

Come thou Goddess chaste and free 
In Heaven yclept Euphrosyne. 

Euphrosyne, p. 133 (Ev<f>po<r€vr) , latitia) the 
mirthful Grace, may take in all merry ditties, 
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mirthful glefes , stirring ptbrocbe and even ptea- 
wwt drinking songs* 

7%c JiFiir leap a/ Derwent Water is lo the 
tune of &ofe wha hae wi* Wedlaee bled, and 
The Girls the jo, for a that is obviously a parody 
of Burns' inimitable song, and is to be sung 
to the same tune. 

In conclusion , I most beg to call the attention 
of the public to the song O pity txoa wandering 
Pipers , and to express a hope that the reader 
may be disposed to attend to their petition. If, 
after doing so, the purchaser should be as 
much amused by reading as the author's were 
by wtfting fhe songs the fitter trill feel douWy 
gratified : at all events * the tunes to -which they 
have been adapted are the most choice collection 
that could be made , the cxellence of their me- 
lodies will therefore plead die bert apology 
for the nonsense of their Composition and the 
feebleness of their elocution , when unassisted 
by the notes of the musician, who may be 
pleased to fill over such ditties. And as they 
were conceived in good humour, to be sung 
in harmony- so it is hoped that they nwy yet 
contribute to the concord of the social circle, 
where eve* they may happen: to go. On the 
same grounds it is believed that their defects will 
be pardoned and not criticised* considering 



THE 

PIPER'S WALLET. 



<*> BALLAD. 

AIR Auld Lang Syne ('). 

All hail this night my right guid friends; 

Wha come wi me to dine, 
For last years dool we'll mak amends 

In this years healing wine. 
Then crown this chrystal tawsy dear 

Cheer up each festive soul 
And fill the bumper goblet clear 

Frae Mew Year's wassail bowl. 

Chorus. 

A cup o % kindness be your glass, 
Let friendship'* pledge be mine, 

And ilka lad shall toast hie lass, 
For auld lang syne. 



(») Written by Dr. F0RSTER for a New Tears party" at 
Bruges, and tang January 9 1845. The parties complimented 
beiug chiefly present, consisted of Br. Norie the Vice Consul, 
Colonel Start and others. 

CLIO. 1. 
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Twa Sirens bring fond memory back 

To childhoods happy days 
Where Voice and Verse sit unco pack 

And Yuleclogs gaily blaze: 
So a merry year to ye my dear 

I'll greet ye might and main 
Wi free good will the glass to fill 

To drink to Marie Jean, 

Chorus. 
Nae morn just breakin o'er the lawns 

Sae fair a robe unfurls 
As the bonny bloom o' youth that dawns 

Through Annie's drooping curls. 
Nae stars sae bright on moon shine night 

As bessie's sparkling een 
Our gratefu hearts now hail their light 

Since things are dimlie seen. 

Chorus, 
The sweetest blossoms o* the rose 

That scent the vernal day 
When Sophie's rival vermeil glows 

Graw faint upon the spray. 
Chill winter's howl wi angry scowl, 

Without maks horrid din, 
Bat if she smile on us awhile , 

Then summer warms within. 

Chorus. 
Lead on, Augusta, gracefu' maid 

Thou dearest o' the thrang, 
Thy steps are gems o' gowd inlaid 

Life's dell o' tears alang. 
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Wi tentie feet coine trample Care, 

Thy hands in chorus join, 
While roan thy bonny natbrown hair 

Love's pansy wreath shall twine. 

Chorus., 
Then press the purpling cluster ripe 

And pass he merry joke, 
While we wi ballads light the pipe, 

Till song shall end in smoke. 
Wi a pinch o' snuff, or sic like stuff, 

As yet Mirth's candle glows, 
Oar sence we'll hit; 'twill sharpen Wit 

To tickle Wisdom's nose. 

Chorus* 
Then ca the flunkies round about, 

Nor e'en the dogs forget, 
Gie but a sleekit brazen snout, 

The sikker loun's the pet: 
The leller comb maks all alike, 

The collar'd cuif an loud, 
The duddie tinkler's tawted tyke, 

The messin muckle proud. 

Chorus * 
And now what wad ye hae beside, 

Ye' ve worth and learning got, 
Here sits auld England's Martial pride, 

And there a cannie Scot! 
So a health to merry Erin's charms, 

And thd we dine abroad 
We still maun gang to Britain's arms 

To bless our Jovial board. 
A cup o y kindness etc. T. F.°°D 



I 
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(2) SONG (*). 

TUNB John Anderson my Jo. 



A health to ye auld friend, Man, 

I'll greet ye while I can, 
Altho* wi eld wq bend, Man, 

Thro 9 life's too little spaa 
For a' the dainty plants, Man, 

That now begin to blow 
Reca y*er early haunte, Man, 

Will Anderson my Jot 

Time wa* when we wore* young* Man, 

An baith haa seen some fair* 
We haa tipple'd Wed and sung* Man, 

But now si& days are done: 
Ane lass alane we hand, Man, 

An for her we are fou, 
is bonny Flora ca'd, Man, 

Will Anderson my Jo! 



(*) Impromptu by Br. Forster intended for Mr. W. Anderson 
of Chelsea Garden, for the floral feast 24 May. 

This has been several time* nmf in parties at Bruges and 
else were. 
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She is a tawdry jad, Man, 

For ilka loan to dress. 
Bat ye are sic a sad Man, 

Ye lo'e her nae the less 
Ye court her sonsie smile, Man, 

When daisy'd meadows blow, 
Wi her ye'r time beguile, Man, 

Will Anderson my Jo! 

Aye now in braws she's dress'd , Man , 

Which autumn's wind shall tine, 
We bear her on our breast, Man, 

When we gang out to dine : 
An' tho' our spring is gaen, Man, 

Our fa' maun shortly go, 
Her bloom is yet our ain, Man, 

Will Anderson my Jo! 

We've rambled mony a day, Man 

O'er Hielan' rock an glen, 
An link'd o'er Lawlan' lea, Man, 

Where we'll nae gang again; 
On sunny braes we've play'd, Man, 

Where lucken gowans grow, 
But we win toward the shade, Man, 

Will Anderson my Jo! 

We've scan'd the mountain brow, Man , 

An rov'd by Ayr an Doun, 

But, alas, we feeble graw, Man, 

An hirple into toun; 

1* 
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Still our inkle cheek is free, Man, 
Where mirth an toddy flow, 

So here's a health to ye, Man, 
Will Anderson my Jo! 

For tho* our youth is fled, Man, 

Our blossom gaen to seed, 
Our trees their leaves hae shed, Man, 

We ken our ways to weed; 
Our senses still are clear, Man, 

If siller deck our pow 
An Maia f s smiles are dear, Man, 

Will Anderson my Jol 

To us the linnet sings Man 

The piper still can play 
Ilk season something brings, Man 

Altho' we're grawing gray. 
So lunt a wee wi' me, Man, 

An lilt as on we go, 
An a tawsy tak wi glee, Man, 

Will Anderson my Jo! 

Auld daddie's life is sped, Man, 

My unckle's on his bier 
My boosie tyke is dead, Man, 

My minnie lingers here, 
Guid friends still bide wi us, Man, 

Wha botanizing go 
So ye maun still be first Man, 

Will Anderson my Jo 
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Rare specimen's we're seen, Man, 

Whas petals long are cast 
An canna help but grene, Man, 

That aulden time is past: 
Donn, Aiton, Smith, an Banks, Man, 

Are gaen, where we maun go: 
Still to the Gude be thanks, Man, 

Will Anderson my Jo! T. F.° 



P) 



BALLAD (*). 

TUNE The Banks o' Doun. 

Hark, Tammie cogs a cade of ale, 

An gathers here ilk canty loun, 
Come, then, an tak a guid fareweel, 

My trusty jo, o' Bruges toun. 
what a winter we hae seen, 

What joyous sauls wi pleasure mad, 
'Twad gar the De'il gae wud, I ween, 

Gin Clootie kent how we were glad! 
We've dance'd the reel, we've sung the glee, 

We've quaft the wassal a' naight lang, 
We've brought ayont the German sea 

The genius o' auld Scotland's song! 



(*) Br T Forster on the occasion of his friend R. Norie 
fcq. quitting Bruges for Ghent at British Vice Consul, April 
1845. 
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The tartan, to the Belgian plain, 
Like kiltit lairds, we've carried o'er 

An Flodden field, an Duncinane 
Noo echo frae a foreign shore. 

We've sung o' Scotia's fated war, 

An pipe'd o'er Derwent's bluidy wave, 
O'er Musgrave's tomb or Forsier's fa', 

Till Stuart's ghaist spang frae the grave! 
Tis ours, that Hielan' glemen play, 

Fair Jenny's dulcet lay to greet, 
An blue bells fra Lochaber's brae, 

Dight Flemish lawns for Mimie's feet! 
Let rushymargin'd Dyver draw, 

Her drumlie waters roun' us here, 
Wi Tweed's clear burn our hearts o'erflaw, 

To ilka border chieftain dear. 
Bight weel ye fill the Consul's post; 

But stoop a wee frae statesman's height; 
« The Piper's Wallet » is the toast, 

An ye maun be our bard the night. 
Then will I quit the Spheres above, 

And seek below Earth's passing bliss, 
Nar science beats the art o' love, 

When those we lo'e in turn love us! 
How cozie roun' our ingle 'bright 

We've sat thro' mony a leelang e'en, 
To lilt o'er Charlie's luckless flight, 

An Marie hapless murder'd queen! 
Our sonsie bairns about us play'd, 

Our welcome friends were sittin round, 



CLIO. 1 

Dan Edin's Muse the chorus made. 
An Siskin* lasses trod the the ground. 

Aye I maun greet wi ye to part, 
Tho' to a hotter place ye gang, 

Sic mirth will never glad my heart, 
As that which cheers our happy thrang. 

These strains will die, this music fa', 

These bonny flow'rs nae mair be seen, 
Like spring's rath blooms that fade awa 

An pass as gif they ne'er had been. 
Then let us pledge y'er quick return, 

An if we gang abroad for fame, 
To prize our native Ian* wi learn, 

An value a' the sweets o* hame. 

So gallant Sturt noo fill y'er glass, 

An ere the dappled day shall Jaw, 
Well toast ilk friend an bonny lass, 

That still is blythe in Tammy's ha' 
Then drink « guid night » , ilk friend forlorn , 

An tho' our sun seems sej in wae, 
Yet brighter glaiks may glent o'er morn, 

An warmer rays beam on the day! 

T. F.°°|| 
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(4) ROMANCE. 

TUNBRIDGE WELLS. 

A nee mair I greet ye , Tunbrige Wells , 

Lang syne ye've happit mine an me: 
Y'er mounts an rocks an grassie dells 

Wi glamour'd een I dread to see! 
Hither I cam sae fa' o'ills 

I scarcely kent y'er bonnie braes, 
Y'er shady glens an riplin' rills 

An winding flowerenammel'd ways. 
Aye mony a cantie day, a lad, 

I've climb'd y'er creigs in search o* plants, 
Your bogs an forests were, to Dad, 

His first, his last, and dearest haunts. 
Wi him I've scann'd y'er lofty steeps 

At morning's dawn or e'enings fa', 
But change, that over a' things creeps, 

Hae swept baith Dad an plants awa! 
The yellow gorse yet gilds the moor 

The purple violet skirts the moan' 
Yon fresh green valleys , as o' yore 

Wi primrose braids are margin'd roun*. 
But youth's rath morning light is shed, 

An bairnheid's gowden days are gaen, 
An a' the fliskin' chiels are dead, 

Wha skip'd say blythe alang the glen. 
The lark still pipes his hymn on hie 
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The mavis cheers the choral grove, 
But Susie lilts nae mair to me 

To wake the sleeping sense o' love! 
Ae day before the break o' morn , 

I roam'd abroad o'er hill an dale, 
Cheer'd by the wether's bell, an horn , 

While scented blosoms fill'd the gale. 
My boosie messins play'd aroun' 

Wi draibled lugs an social snoot, 
The lasses o'er the heather bloom 

Loop'd gaily a the braes about. 
O'er the grey muir the nibling flocks 

Their snawy fleeces stretched afar: 
We rambled up the mossclad rocks 

From Bishop's Down to auld Rustha'. 
Anker an Zampa, still at play, 

Lang chace'd the maukius in the shaws 
Till wearie on the grass they lay 

An wagg'd their tails an lick't their jaws : 
On a snab stane I sat me down., 

To think upon the aulden time, 
An then survey'd the country roun', 

While blushing Morn was still in prime. 
Quaint Echo threw her magic spells 

Wi mimic accents on my ears, 
And frae the Tale of Tunbridge Wells 

Ca'd up the scenes o' early years. 
Stay Nimie, for I here maun rest, 

Wi safter steps impress the lea, 
When noo ye tread Earth's flowery breast 

Ye stamp on hallow'd groun' to me! 
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Twas here that I recower'd life 

That for a while frae me was taen, 
My sonsie hairn, my bonnie wife 

An a v that ance mair is my am! 
This air first gae me living breath, 

These wells unlock'd my mither's womb, 
Perchanoe yon birks wave o'er the wreath 

That's doom'd to decorate her tomb: 
An ye anld Bet y'er part did bear, 

To saft my pains, my sairs to heal, 
So I maun haud ye ever dear, 

Wi thankfu' heart an loe ye weel. 
Fareweel then soother o v my dools: 

Wha kens what fate await my lave? 
The pow'r that lays me in the mools 

May mak yon sandy gowl my grave! 
Come let as quit the mountain's height, 

An hameward, by the burnie gang, 
We'll a* together drink, the night, 

Aye e'en auld Posk shall join the thrang: 
Then fringe the bowl wi olive boughs, 

An snood y'er locks wi pansie flowers, 
That purple lore may skirt y'er brows 

An peace for ever bless y'er hours] 



(*) On a walk at Tunbridge Wells early on the 17 March 
1842: where the anther had just recovered from a severe 
illness. 
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(5) MY SOOTIE AULD LUM. 

When I was a lad I was glaikit to roam 

Frae London to Paris, to Greece an to Rome, 
But o' a* sic diversions I'm tired an wae, 

An I find my ain ingle my pleasure to day. 
O sotie auld lum, when the fire bren clear, 
Hoo sweet is y'er blink wi guid friends an guid cheer. 
I've revell'd wi topers in towers an ha's, 

An dance'd wi fair maidens in di'inands an braws, 
But now I'm content wi my wife to abide, 

And the boosie auld dog o' my ain fireside. 
O sootie auld lum, when the fire bren clear , 
Hoo sweet is y'er blink wi guid friends an guid cheer. 
When winter is howling an freezing without 

I gather my wee things my ingle about, 
Dear Bettie now sings a new ballad to me, 

While Annie comes toddling up wi the tea. 
O sootie auld lum, when the fire bren clear, 
Hoo sweet is y'er blink wi guid friends an guid cheer. 
When Norie comes in, to be ane o' the thrang, 

An our Veteran Chieftain his guid friends amang : 
Then cozie we chat o'er auld Scotia's wrongs, 

An lilt a wee Terse frae our Jacobite songs. 
O sootie auld lum, when the fire bren clear 
Hoo sweet is y'er blink wi guid friends an guid cheer. 
then wi nae brood o'er the troubles o' life, 

Wi lunting an whiskey our Italian is rife, 

THALIA. 2. 
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Wi' sweet social cogie our e'enin we pass, 
An are merrier made by ilk circling glass. 

O sootie ckuld lum, when the fife bren clear, 

Hoo sweePis tfer blink wi guid friends an guid cheer. 

Hark, hark! frae the steepla the curfew doth sound, 
Haste, empty the bowl, let the tawcy gae round : 

Tis time to depart, an we ken it wi sorrow, 
But promise anither kind meeting tomorrow. 

sootie auld turn, when te fire bren clear , 

Hoo sweet U tfer blink wi quid friends an guid cheer.. 

T. F."|} 



(6) BONNIE MARIE JEAN. 

Air Of o' the airfi win' oan bkw. 
Mi mither bad me, when a lad, 

To gang and get a wife, 
At first I thought, 't wad drive me mad, 

An plague me out o' life, 
But since on wedlock she was bent , 

I wad nae gie her pain, 
So linkin' o'er the muir I went 

To seek for Marie Jean. 
Chorus. 
For Marie Jean was ever dear, 

I lu'd her bonny een, 
An fill'd a glass o' toddy dear. 

An drank to Marie Jean. 
Mi mither said the scheme was wild, 

A pair man'* bairn to wed; 
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I pleaded she was naeman's child, 

Sin Dad an Mam were dead; 
But mither sent me into toun, 

To fit the weddin' ring 
An seek a lassie wha renoun 

And mickle gowd cad bring. 

• Chorus. 

I ran to Marie's hallan dear, 

To tak a gnid farewell. 
She blaw'd the rairkie inkle clear, 

As I the tale did tell; 
The duddie wee things toddled roun' 

An sairlie weepin' stood, 
For it brake their heart to see me part 

Frae her I fein had woo'd 

Chorus. 
Pair Marie grat wi sorin face; 

I had been all her bliss, 
Wi mickle grace, ane fond embrace 

She gae, an mony a kiss: 
Auld Tray sae laith to see me gae, 

Had left his his bane at hame, 
His snowkin sonsie face wad say — 

Come back to Marie Jean. 

Chorus. 
I roam'd about the flauntin toun, 

But neer a girl cad find, 
Mid a the lasses blond or brown, 

Sae winnin fair an kind: 
Ilk jaukin jade o' lairdlie pride, 
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With plumes upon her head, 
E'er she ane month had been ,a bride, 

Disgrac'd the nuptial bed. 

Chorus. 
Sae sick o' toun an a' the great* 

Ance mair I hither came, 
Wi Marie's lot to join myiate, 

And seek a swinker's hame; 
I took her to my pantin' breast, 

A fiernt o' want an pain, 
An joy'd to be sae fondly press'd 

By bonnie Marie Jean. T. F. 

< 7 > SO N G 

THE iEOLIAN HARP. 

Am Grammachri'e (*). 

A harp in lorn Ovoca's vale, 

Hung high upon the spray, 
An unseen spirit o' the gale 

Breath'd on that harp to play: 
I ask'd her why sae sweet a string 

Was drawn by sic a han' 
She answerd, « tidings glad to bring — 

The birth o' bonny Ann! 



(*) To the same tune is sung the beautiful song beginning. 
The Harp thai once in Tare's halU 
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I sat me dotm an grat forlorn 

On primrose bank to sleep, 
For weel I kent that wha was born, 

Was anely born to weep. 
I saw on green Oroca's brae 

The portrait life o' man, 
An as the spirit gan to play, 

I liltit thus for Ann. 

O bard unseen wha stikes the chord 

An moves the vocal air, 
Assist my tow that Nature's Lord 

May bless a babe sae fair, 
An if there's aught o' guid in prayer 

To change life's measure'd plan, 
Waft now my lay aloft on air, 

To plead for bonny Ann. 

Ye pansy blooms sae sparklin' seen 

In bright enammell'd hue, 
Gae, gie to her dear sonsie een 

Yer ain celestial blue* 
An may yon snawdrop o' the dell, 

Wee, modest, pale, an wan, 
Its milk white virtue lend, as well, 

To chasten bonny Ann. 
The lily o' the vale maun grace 

Her breast as fair as snow; 
Then may the hearssease find a place 

On her dear bosom too: 
The rose will sure her cheeks adorn, 

When wav'd by Zephyr's fan; 

2* 
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An my kind heav'en forbid the thorn 
To gaw the heart of Ann, (*) 
March 1 1845. T* F.* 



(*) From the pen of D* Forster, about the same time , we 
find the following song in Flemish; see Philosophia Mutamm 
2« edit. 

GEZANG. 

YgBZOBK AM SERB J0H0V10UW OH EER GLAS WYW TE 
' DET1IKEN EN OM TE DARSElf. 

Goede gezondheid, goede vriend, 

Die komen hier yen daeg, 
Voor lestes jares slechten eind, 

Vergoeding leker maekt. 
Brengt dan die chrystal glasen klaer 

Zy dan gelukkig, man, 
En sehenkt Tan hier de bekers vol 

Van dotes jares kan. 
Als wy aen tafel titten rond, 

En klein sanggoden tingt, 
Die onie hooge ouderdom 

Terug naer jongheid brengt. 
Terwyl die moid van Brugge lingt, 

Met schoone lieden klein, 
Voor ons te drinken Anna bringt, 

In grooten. schalen, wyn. 
Terwyl hy drinkt, dan ider man, 

Een goede en schoone lied 
Met luider stemme xingen kan 

Brugge's aenvallig meid, 
Terwyl hy drinkt, terwyl hy klinkt 
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(8) BIRTHDAY SONG. 

Air Auid lang ayne. 

Should Jenny's birth unheedit pass 

Without the bumper toast, 
Sin she's Thalia's favour'd lass, 

The Graces' comely boast! 
Then bring the flowing goblet clear 

Fill ilka quech wi wine: 
To drink the health o' Jenny dear, 

Wi a' the Muses join* (bis:) 

The lavrock pipes above the com, 

The warbler wakes the grove, 
The thrush from ilka blooming thorn 

Sends forth his note o' love: 
If a' their notes then roun us fling 

Ane song maun sure be mine, 



Met galmen bekerklank 
Apollo, Venus, Liefde xingt, 

Mimie 100 schoone en vrank. 
juweel, glinsterend als star 

Myn lief, myn tehoonste meid, 
X7w Toetitappen lyn parel klaer 

Op tarens weg geleid. 
Met my op maet in deien kant 

Danit dan lacht all een lam; 
Opwekt, myn hart if al in brand 

Slaept niet dan by de vlam. T. F.ooj) 
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To lilt o' her wha kens to sing 

An rivals a' the nine. (bis). 

Dear Marie's lay is soft an clear 

To sooth the brow o* Care, 
An Jenny's strains are loud to cheer 

The pilgrim's e'ening pray'r; 
Then Melody thy plaintive lute 

Wi Concord's harp combine, 
Unfolding a' the charms that float 
In strains o* auld lang syne. 

As violets the bank adorn, 

The gilded broom the brae. 
May heartsease lighten Jenny's dawn 

An gowd her simmer's day : 
An sin the wild woods now unite 

The rose an eglantine, 
In festive ha' may baith this night 
Their arms in chorus twine. 

If on her cheeks the flow'r o' love 

Its blosoms shall disclose 
May verdant laurels tow'r above 

An shade the budding rose, 
Let Bacchus o'er our temples throw 

The shamrock an the vine, 
Wha's clusters mat the goblet flow 
For Jenny's health an thine* 

March 17 1845. ' T. F. 00 [| 



(9) 
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BALLAD. 

Ait The Lass o' Gowrie. 

Hail hour o' bliss , hail happy sight , 

Since time hae taen anither flight: 
Can these be stars that shine the night, 

So lang obscure and dreary? 
Fain wad I now forget the morn, 

When true love frae my arms was torn, 
The rose was stown, but aye the thorn 

Was left to wait for Marie. 
I felt that tho' the flower was gaen, 

They didna ken what they had ta'en, 
The brier was here to shoot again, 

Wi spring returning cheery. 
The roots ance planted on my breast, 

The bonnie blosoms ance cares'd, 
Aye gart I maun again be blest 

Wi th* rose o' Lawlan' Mary. 
A flower weet wi Nature's deaw, 

Tho' sudden frost its bud may gaw, 
Or storms may whirl its bloom awa , 

Braves wind a wee contrarie: 
There rests a power yet, on hie, 

Wi new green leaves to deed the tree, 
An blaw again, for love an me, 

The rose o' bonnie Marie. 



(10) 
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could I see ye, dearest maid, 

Ance in our tartan braws array M, 
Aye then I'd coff my border plaid, 

An gang wi ye, my dearie, 
To dwell on braes o 9 Cowden Knowes , 

Where yellow broom an gowan grows, 
An ye'r the fairest flow'r that blows, 

My bonnie Lawlan Marie. 
But sin on Flandria's murkie plain, 

Sair, uqprotectit an alane, 
IV found my bonnie plant again; 

Whylome so gay en ch eerie; 
My altar be Jove's mountain fane, 

So here I mak ye mine again, 
On ilka soil ye bear the same 

Sweet rose o' Lawlan* Marie* (*) T. F.°°U 

SONG. 

Aia, the same* 



I've always deem'd the joy o* love 

A pledge of higher bliss above, 

An begg'd kind Venus that ane dove 

Frae her fair flock be given, 
To guide my soul ayont the sky, 



(*) This song alludes clearly to some particular circumstance ; 
but the leading idea , being that where the thorn was left the 
rose would come again, is both new and rather poetic. 
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Where brens for aye that fire on high, 
Whas beams below glent forth an die, 
Like meteor lights o* Heaven! 

An when clear e'enings shadows ca' 
My thoughts to realms o' space afar, 
Aye then I seek my gloamin star 
In thee so light an cheerie. 

The blink o' y'er dear azure een, 
Which shine ilk day an night between, 
Persuades me that a brighter scene 
Aloft await us, Marie! 

Long had I liv'd in Flora's bower, 

An woo'd her smiles an sought her dower, 

While Marie was the fairest flower 

That grace'd her bed of posies: 
Where e'er ye trod was hallow'd groun' , 
Ver steps inlaid the garden roun' 
Wi brighter gems than e'er were foon' 

In pansies, pinks, an roses! 
When storms y'er lovely blossoms shed, 
I didna think the plant were dead, 
Bat timely to some shelter fled 

Frae wintry whirlwinds dearie. 
Wi safter gales now Zephyr blows, 
Again the thorn supports the rose: 
Aye on my panting bosom glows 

The rose o' bonny Marie. 
When first, at fauldin' hour dear, 
I catch your Accents saft an clear, 
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I feel that voice hae charms to cheer 

A heart that sinks in sorrow: 
Wi poVr to lull a cares today, 
An bid my troubled spirit stray 
Where Muses yet mair sweet may play 

Oh holier lutes tomorrow. 
Sic notes untwist the bands that tie 
The prison'd soul o' Melody 
An gar angelic ditties fly 

Frae Concord's sacred breast! 
An when your mellow love notes draw 
Forth tears an sighs; aye then I fa', 
Beneath your charms to win awa 

An gain a place o'rest! 
Say then what science higher is 
Than answer'd love's transcendant bliss 
When lips embrace'd return the kiss 

By fond desire given. 
Tis then, if ever, that we own 
A flame from warlds unearthlie stown, 
Whas glaik8 asklent night's vault are thrown , 

Like falling stars at even'. 
Then lovelie Marie ever dear, 
In whom ilk gift an grace appear, 
Nae lights but thine my bark shall steer 

On life's rough billows driven. 
In thee pure Faith her balsam brings, 
Hope her white arms about me flings, 
An Charity on gowden wings 

Bears up my soul to Heaven. J. F. 00 il 
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9 * 

<») SONG. 

Tune: The Birka 6* Aberfeldy. 

Chorus : 

Bonnie Marie will ye gae, will ye gae , will ye gae, 
Bonnie Marie will ye gae wi me to Abergenny. 

Again the spring blinks o'er the braes, 
An gorse an heather gild the ways, 
Which tales o* manie happy days 

By the Wells o' Abergenny. 

Chorus, 
The birks still o'er the burnie hing , 
The swallows come , the robbins sing , 
The martlet builds, an a' things bring 

Me back to Abergenny. 

Chorus. 
T'is there at dewy morn are ta'en 
The waters that gie life again 
To sickness brought, wi dool an pain, 

To the Wells o' Abergenny. 

Chorus. 
T'was there in bairnheid's happy hour , 
I pu'd rare plants frae Flora's bower , 
An , I gain'd the fairest flower 

At the Wells o* Abergenny. 

Chorus. 
Nae blushing rose like hers was seen, 
Wae vi'lets rival'd her blue een , 

MELPOMENE. 3. 
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Nar feet sae lovelie trod the green , 
By the Wells o' Abergenny. 

Chorus. 
When Echo frae the mossy cell 
Threw her dear voice alang the dell, 
It seem'd that Heaven's ain music fell 
On the Wells o' Abergenny. 

Chorus. 
Aye thither Marie gang wi me, 
An there bid warly troubles flee , 
I scorn them a' when blest wi thee, 
By the Wells o' Abergenny. * 

Chorus. 

< 12 > SONG. 

Tone: JV* are a' noddin* 

when we're at a preachin' , 

Or when we kneel at kirk, 
- Come Poll an look asklent the book 

An gie us just a jerk: 
For when we hear the parson's saws, 

Awake we canna keep , 



(*) These wate/s called Tunbridge Wells are situated on 
the frontiers of Kent and Sussex on the border of the Abergenny 
property, they have long enjoyed a reputation for restoring 
the constitution to health. 

The Song, addressed as it were to Rosy Health, has, 
like most of the author's compositions , a double meaning. 
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Our wearie een are drawin* straws, 
An then we fa' to sleep : 

Chorus : 

An we then nod, 

Nid nid noddin, 
O then we are a 9 nodding 

An wish oursels at hame. 

Or perhaps at night we're waikin* 

The precincts o' the toun , 
A luckie ass brays o'er the carse 

As th' eyelids tumble down: 
Een' when we hear the watchdog bay 

Or list the postman's horn , 
We gin to doze , we are sae wae 

Sae sleepy an sae worn. 

Chorus. 
when that we walk out, 

At Dullman's house to dine, 
We try to chat , but canna get 

Beyond the price o' wine! 
New dies we try , but lurch a gly , 

An snorin', get a rap 
An wake in nick o' time to gie 

A neebor dolt a tap : 

Chorus. 

But when we're roun' the wassail 

Wi joyous friends alane, 
How merrie we , pray come an see 

The juicy flaggon drain , 
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Aye then we smoke an sing an joke 

An chase dull Care awa: 
The Piper pu's his Wallet out , 

An plays a tune or twa. 

Chorus : 

An we nae mair nod 

Nid nid noddin f 
then we leave off noddin 

Nor wish oursels at hatne. 

<M SONG. ' 

Tib Rosi MARIE. 

Sweet warbler o' the vernal grove 

Breath out that note again, 
An ca' the blooms , o' early love 

Fra Scotland's verdant plain ! 
There first I pu'd the daisies fine , 

An joy'd their cups to see , 
For then my days began to shine 

Wi garish eyes on me! 

Ye mind me o' the heartsease flower 

Which then had force to please , 
Because in childhood's happy hour 

The heart was still at ease ! 
Those strains reca* the primrose brae 

Where fu'o joy I came , 
E'en as a primrose blythe an gay , 

To bring their posies hame ! 
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The snawdrap, virtue's emblem sore, 

In Scottish accents sing, 
Sin I , like that wee plant, was pure 

In life's untainted spring. 
Wi dewy tears the bluebell weet 

Nae mair weeps o'er tho green , 
So for its image, I maun greet , 

In Jennie's ditty seen. 

Nae mair the cowslip on the lea, 

Nar mair the gowan blows 
But Marie thou art still to me 

The everblawing rose ! 
Aye still I hope, fond lass, that thou, 

Will cheer my days forlorn 
An be for ay, as thou art now , 

The rose without the thorn. 

Ter checks its pinkie bloom sustain , 

Y'er breast the lily fair ; 
Blue violets are y'er azure een , 

The broom y'er gowden hair , 
The woodbine roun' y'er bonnie bree 

Wi myrtil forms the wreath ; 
Sweet lavander an rosmarie 

Are born upon y'er breath. 
An when ye frisk alang at e'en , 

O'er beds o' pansy sweet, 
The little firefly flits between , 

To kiss y'er lovelie feet ! 
As o'er y'er head the marigold 

Its radiant crown displays, 
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May noontide sunbeams not withoM 
Their warmth frae later days. 

Though youth is fled, an boughs are sear, 

Ilk flower fades awa, 
In thee sweet Marie ever dear 

I still retain them a' , 
Then warbler fill the vocal grove, 

My heart wi rapture glows, 
Beneath this bonnie bloom o' love 

I'll sink in saft repose! 

T. F.°°f] 
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<") SONG. 

DEDICATED TO A RESPECTED FRIEND ON LEAVING HIM. 

Tune: For a that and a that. 

What makes this waesone heart so sad 

To part frae thee and a that , 
And leave the king o' Scottish verse 

Wi broken harp an a 9 that. 

For a that an a that 

And tnuckle mair than a that: 

Fools may write but neer indite 
Like Forster*s lines, for a that. 

A man o' wit a man o' sense 

The man for me an a that , 
With independant noble mind 

An wisdom's lore an a that. 

For a that an a that 

And better far than a that, 

The thistle on his breast shall bloom 
For Scotland* % sake are a that. 

Wha can revive within my breast 

A old Scotia's verse an a that , 
When far frae him I lanely rest 

And grieve and think on a that. 

On a that an a that 
An tnuckle mair than a that 
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The cantie glass an bonnie lass 
That cheered the night an a that* 

Let cuifs cry up their foreign airs , 

Their science , skill an a that , 
They canna touch the minstrels' heart; 
Like Scottish lays for a that. 
For a that an a that 

The wildest notes for a that 
Are those which bring bach early days 
Lang syne an love an a that* 
When on the braes in happy days 

An fu o mirth an a that 
We pu'd the rose to busk the brow 
blushing cheeks an a that. 
An a that an a that 

And kisses stole an a that, 
And wiled away the summers day 
Wi daffing love an a that. 
Then fare ye weel my cantie chiel , 

My thoughts o' thee an a that 
Will rest forever in my breast 
When far frae thee an a that. 
An a that an a that 

An those you love an a that 
An she the queen of every heart 
The queen o worth an a that. 

(*) R. N. 

(*) This Song was composed by Robert Norie esq. and 
was sung one Sunday. Evening at a soirte given by Bf n Forster 
at Bruges. 
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< 15 > SONG. 

Air: Lass 6 Gotorie. 

Love sent me in a canty hour 

To seek for blooms in Flora's bower , 

Bat I found the fairest flower 

The rose o' bonnie Marie. 
Why Muses lead me far astray 
Where quaint Italian minstrels play, 
I find at hame a sweeter lay 

In Jenny's song sae chearie. 
Where Melody her sweet note brings 
An chasten'd Concord sweeps the strings 
There Marie plays an Jenny sings , 

By the inkle cheek o' Norie 
If louder strains be heard te fa' 
On Tybur's stream from stately ha' , 
I ken twa bards wha ding them a' 

In the bonny bairns o' Norie • 
Let Bacchus lead his crew abroad 
Where Gallia's vignes their brie afford , 
I better lo'e the social board 

An a Scottist song frae Norie. 
Come gallant Sturt a glass o' wine 
To drink the Consul's health an thine , 
To day ye come wi me to dine 

Wi a' the friends o' Norie. (*) T. F. O0 || 

(*) An impromptu composed by D* Forster , as an answer 
to the above, and sang the same evening. 
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< 16 > ADIEU TO MY FRIENDS. 

Air: Robin adair. 

What makes my heart so sad 
Whence comes that tsigh — 

Lately so blithe and glad 
Friend tell me why? 

Yes my paled lips shall tell 

Those I have loved so well 
As bound by fairie spell 

Hence must away. 

What so engaged my heart 

With truth and beauty , 
Young smile devoid of art 

Honour and duty. 

Oft on your spreading tree 

White banners floated free 
Saying we come to thee 

We maids of None. 

On the most dreary night, 

Frost bail and snow, 
Their spirits stare as bright 

As my hearths glow. 

All that 1 most adore, 

Music of anicent love , 
Jennie would sweetly pour , 

Must she depart? 
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Nor shall the summer bring: 

Such happy hour 
Nae mair the Blackbird sing 

Over my bower. 

May health and honour bright 

Guard ye both noon and night 
You were my heart's delight 

CluldrenofNorie. (*) N. 

< 17 > SONG. 

Air: Annie Lawrie. 

Our hearth was never dreary 

When cheer'd by Jenny's song 
An the rose o' bonnie Marie 

Still blush' d our blooms among , 

But noo they are awa , 

Baith Muse an Graces flee , 
And the bard for ilka lassie 

May lay doun his harp an die. 

Sweet Marie's face was dearest 

That love an beauty own'd, 
An her auburn hair the fairest 

That the laurel wreath e'er crown'd. 



(•) By a respected friend on the occasion of a change of 
residence. 
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But noo she is awa, 

Baith love an beanty flee, 
An the bard for bonnie Marie 

May lay doun the harp an die. 

Aye Jenny's note was sweeter 
Than the nightingale's in May, 

When tho soul o* Burns, to greet her, 
Breath'd the spirit o* her lay. 

But noo that she's awa, 

The Muse hersel maun flee , 

An the bard for bonnie Jenny 
May lay doun the harp an dee. 

Sin Love an Music peerless 
Nae mair their strains unite, 

Our hearth is cau'd an cheerless, 
An long the murky night. 

Aye nop they'r baith awa , 

Troth I maun also flee, 
An for loss of ilka lassie 

May lay doun my lute an dee* 
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SONG. 

Anacreontic to the air My Nanny O. 

Chorus : 

Frae the muchkin's flawiri brink (*) 

Fill the siller tawsie O 
Ilka maun to tither drink , 

And then I hiss my lassie 0% 
Cosie roun this inkle bright, 

Fondlie pressed by Marie O, 
The snarlin war? , for me, this night, 
May a 9 gae tapseltearte O. 

As erst I saw y'er sonsie face 

An form sae tall an fairie 0, 
I sue'djfor ane dear fond embrace, 

To male the warP less drearie 0. 
A cannie hour had made ye mine, 

The first caress my dearie 0, 
Gave life a second waking prime 

To dawn on me and Marie 0. 

Chorus. 



{*) Writing of the occasion on which this ode was penned 
one night in autumn 1844, the authour observes O, mein 
Freund, du fragst varum ich schreibe nicht? — Wahrlich 
main Hertz ist so gan% im Gef&hle des Marias tcieder Hierseyns 
versanken, dass meiner Feder darunter leidetl 

EUTERPE. 4 
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Aye when ye kindled in my breast 

Fond love an warm desire , 
It seem'd that Psyche had impress' d 

Young Cupid's heart o' fire ; 
The bonnie blink o' y'er blue een 

Was then Aurora dawning 
Which shon, like Hope's bright ray , between 

Dark night and purple morning 0. 

Chorus. 
It was in April's primrose vales , 

On buskit braes wi pansies , 
Y'er sighs , like Zephyr's scented gales., 

Breath'd promise to my fancies 0. 
The lily deck'd y'er bosom fair, 

Y'er cheeks were blushing roses 0. 
The snood that bound y'er bonnie hair 

Was Flora's wreath o' posies 0- 

Chorus. 
Y'er hosenbands o' rosy braid 

Were webster Love's ain weaving 0; 
An for your feet the hawthorn shed 

The blosoms o 3 May's leaving 0. 
The zone that wad y'er bosom brace 

Maun be o' Hymen's twining 0. 
Sin Virtue in y'er sonsie face 

Kens her ain mirrour shining 0. 



Chorus 



When 6rst ye gied the balmie kiss , 
Mid pleasure's manie phases 0, 

Nae moment ever equal'd this , 
Wi Venus and the Graces 0, 
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Then gie me, Marie, millions m air, 

Wi manie dear embraces 0. 
For kisses, tho' on lips sae fair, •* 

Nae leave behind their traces 0. 

Chorus. 

Oft when ye've liltit me to sleep 

My lullit senses cheating 0, 
Y*er teeth, like flocks o' maeing sheep, 

Seem'd snawie lambies bleating 0. 
Then, rich or puir or sick or weel, 

I'll ever lo'e my Marie 0, 
For ilka greeting maks me feel 

That she maun be my dearie 0. 

Chorus. 

As that ill omen'd night drew ntgh, 

Our hearts wi grief sair throbbing 0, 
It were as if the west wind's sigh 

Was weet wi showers o' sobbing 0, 
An when the leesing kiss ye gae' , 

Then tore awa wi trouble , 
Y'er parting footsteps seem'd to me, 

To burst life's emptie bubble 0. 

Chorus. 

But leeze me, sin again we meet, 
For naething mair I'm grening , 

An a' the days pass unco sweet , 
By thinking o' the e'ening 0. 

And noo life's bark may crowd her sail , 
Again I'm wi my dearie 0; 
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Nae a' the coifs that rant an rail 
Can reef her topsail , Marie 0* 

They strife to faynd my lo'e astray 

Wi jades an giglets manie 0. 
The braws o* Bessie blythe an gay , 

The gowden locks o' Annie 0. 
But tho' I ken the charms of a', 

My heart is yet contra rie 
An, darklins aye, I slink awa, 

To steal a kiss frae Marie 0. 



Chorus. 



Chorus. 



< 19 > SONG. 

Tvki: Rabbin's awa. 

The nuts are now ripe and the flouris yet blawin , 

The linnet still sings in the bonnie green shaw , 
But I am nae the better that autumn is glawin , 

I'm freezin' like winter: for Mimie'sawa. 
By the clusterin' vine I sit sulkily luntin*, 

Ilk puff o' tobacco , ilk riek that I draw 
Seems to say — Hoo fond hopes have a' finished wi 

f gruntin' 
How prospects , like Mimie , are flitten awa ! 

Chorus. 
My setter an messins are sniffin' an snowkin' , 

Noo stroanin' on stanes, an noo huntin* in ha', 
But they naething turn up wi their grubbin' an 

[howkin 
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That happits their maister, noo Mimie's awa ! 
Hoo oft hae we sat , while the welkin was snawin' , 

Sae sang by my sootie auld lum at our ease : 
How often hae stray'd where the yellow broom 

[hlawin* 

Had gladden'd the valley an gilded the braes ! 

Chorus. 

Bat tho' she is gaen , an the rush o' the waters , 

That jaup in the rink o' the murmuring burn , 
Seem to moan that the dearest o' Vlandria's daugh- 

Still tarries awa, still delays her return ; [ters 
Hark the winter is sped an the spring flowers comin', 

The sweet siller maybush enlivens the glen , 
The heather now blooms an the bees are a' hummin' 

An Nature and Mimie come hither a gen. 

Chorus. 

See Flora spreads out her new carpet before her, 

The cowslips rejoice as she links o'er the lea, 
So Fll bend on yon violet bank to adore her , 

Right glad that the simmer is smilin' on me. 
An sin the sun keeks thro' the tempest that lowers, 

Come catch the stray beam while it lighten the 

[rain, 
An qnaif a wee glass wi the rosycrownd'd Hours , 

An hail my dear Mimie an kiss her again. 

Chorus : 

Then down wi the sneers o* this warV an tie bother, 
While nightingales sing in the musical grove , 

4. 
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Juld Clootie may carry dull Care to the other, 
When we are erne favoured by Venus an Love/ (*} 

<*>> SONG. 

A«: Roy's Wife o 9 Aldowdloch (**)• 

Julie's Posk o' whoopie wallow , 
Julie's dog o' muckle valour ; 
Wat ye hoo he bayM at me 
As I cam whistling o'er the fallow. 
She said, my spousie, if ye like , 

The setter's yours sae hly the an bonnie , 
But oh the floytin' faithless tyke 

Has taen the wife an jilted Toramie. 

Chorus : 
Julie's dog o 9 muckle valour 
Julie's Posk o' wkoopy wallow! 
Wat ye hoo he bay'd at we, 
As I cam whistling o'er the fallow* 
he hae bright amber een, 

H owe! his bark is deep and mellow! 
Happy I, if I had gaen 

Hnntin' wi this charmin' fellow. 

Chorus. 



(*) This song, by D* Forster: as well as the last, was writ- 
ten in February 1845 at Bruges, on some particular occasiou. 

(**) The canine hero of this song, by D* Forster, is a cele- 
brated setter , purchased by him at Brussels, Sunday the 3 d 
March 1839. The song was an impromptu, at a party at 
Bruges early in 1845. 
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His lugs are long , his spots are clear , 

His howkin' snout is sharp an cannie, 
His gawsie tail and sonsie air 

Prove he is bred as high as anie 

Chorus. 
O he can loop o'er dyke an sleugh, 

The muircock through the fen can follow, 
Shepherds ken his bow wow wow 
Soundin' frae the hill an hollow. 

Chorus. 
O then I'll bay me monie a houn', 

An pack, wihorn, the game we'll follow 
And sniff and make the braes resoan' 

Wi bow wow wow and loud view hallow. 

Chords : 

Julie's Posh o 9 whoopie wallow , 
Julie's dog o' muckle valour 
Lei kin bay me , bow wow wow 9 
When I am huntirC o'er the fallow. 

T. F. O0 [| 

< 21 > THE FADING ROSE. 

English Song to a German Mr. 

On Julia's brow why fades the rose, 

Late so richly glowing? 
Why now the lily yellow grows 

On her fair bosom blowing? 
Ah now the vernal time is o'er, 

Spring's gay blossoms smile no more! 
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Tell me why we love the rose 

Better while it's fading? 
In fancy still why sweeter glows 
Its flower in autumn's shading? 
It is because we love the last 
Of every thing that's nearly past! 

Then heed not Memory's magic shell, 
While envious hours are fleeting ; 

Nor on past pleasures fondly dwell, 
The present joys unweeting : 

« But suck the sweets of Now with me , » 

Said Hope, « and I will succour thee. » (*) 

T. F.°°u 



(*) Written in Sussex, 1825. The rose has ever been a 
favorite love emblem. On seeing one fading on the basom of a 
lady dancing the author made the following impromptu : — 
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« DIRGE. 

TIB DYING HUNTRKSS* CONFESSION' A TRUE TALE. 

Air: Cra*y Jane. 

Memory ca Dae back the days, 
When ance a little child , 

The ripplin' burn and flowrie braes 

My artless time beguil'd. 
For noo disgraced and forlorn , 

While guilt o'erhangs my head , 
The wild birds are my anely friends 

And the cauld earth my bed. 
My history then briefly know , 

And if you would be wise , 
To 'scape the same unluckie blow 

Implore the yery skies. 
My father was a guid auld man, 

My mither fair and kind , 
And I a tenderhearted bairn 
Nae cruelly inclined. 

1 could not even bear to see 

An insect trampled o'er , 
But often chid the maid wha trod 

The spider on the floor. 
When falcons seiz'd their feather'd prey, 

1 could nae hear their cry , 
And ilka mouse the cat might slay 

Soon shar'd my sympathy. 
But whylome on a luckless day , 

111 fated as the owl , 
Gallina ca'd me down to see 

Her gang and kill a fowl. 
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It chanc'd she killed the very chick 

Which I had often fed : 
And I cried as though my heart wad break 

To find my bird was dead : 
I cad nae eat his honor'd corse , 

When on the table laid , 
Bat begg'd Mamma , wie sonsie face , 

To beat the dairie maid. 
But a' my horrors pass'd away , 

The thought ance cross'd my mind , 
That , as my elders cruel were , 

Twere folly to be kind. 
To witness scenes like these I strove 

My infant heart to steel , 
I play'd at killing flies , for fowls , 

And lov'd to make them feel ; 
With other children roam'd the wood , 

To spoil the wild bird's nest , 
And plunder'd a' the little brood , 

When they lay snug at rest* 
I grew not vicious very fast , 

But ilka cruel thought, 
Some act mair savage than the last, 

Some deed mair deadlie brought. 
A woman grown , the forest rang'd 

Wi Dian' in the chase , 
Till my whole nature thus was chang'd , 

A' chang'd except my face. 
I lov'd to feel the writhing fish 

In tortures on the hook, 
And joy'd lo sit the leelang day, 

The tyrant o' the brook. 
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A cannie laird proposed to me 

To be his wedded bride , 
But nae ; it were too tame a thing 

To sit sic men beside. 
I sought to wed a hunter bold, 

A hunter soon I found , 
But ance for giving me a scold 

I fell'd him to the ground. 
I fear'd his vengeance an the law , 

An as f had been taught 
By crueltie red blood to draw , 

I linger'd on the thought , 
That it per chance might better be 

As he might angry grow , 
To set mysel frae danger free 

An deal the mortal blow. 
I drew. the knife wherewith of yore 

I kill'd the fated deer, 
And plunged it deep in his heart's gore 

Tho' trembling still wi fear. 
I fled into a foreign Ian' , 

That I might save my life , 
Where I read that an English gentleman 

Was murder'd by his wife. 
The question noo was hoo to live , 

As hunger I did feel. 
I had often robb'd the linnet's nest , 

Therefore kent hoo to steal. 
The tap , the brothel an the dice 

Divided then my days , 
But Justice fair had followed me 

Through all my wicked ways. 
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Ane dark night in Cotytto's den 

The De'il becam my match , 
Caught struggling wi a weaklie man 

That I might steal his watch. 
For I had often drawn the noose 

To catch the ortolan , 
And thus was taught the way to choose 

To tak the the life o' man. 
To the tribunal I was led 

And there condemn'd to die ; 
But though all other friends had fled , 

The jailer let me fly. 
For ilka woman's death, to man , 

Is sic a sore disgrace 
That she carrys e'en her right to sin 

In her ain handsome face. 
Now wild, distracted and disgrac'd 

About the warld I run, 
With scarce ane horrid crime or vice 

That 1 had left undone : 
But Justice faithfu' to her charge 

Had not forget her ward , 
She never leaves the bad unscourg'd , 

Nor guid , without reward. 
Disease and want have sapp'd my frame , 

And I am left to die, 
Starv'd to contrition , while to Hell 

I seem about to fly. 
^ So you that would sic sins avoid , 

And a' the woes they bring , 
Be kind to animals when youug: — 

And here I cease to sing , 
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<^ SONG 

Trow: TKb Lass o' Gowrie. 

Chorus: 

Beneath the woodbine's mantling bdwer 
Meet me in a cantie hour 
JFi thee alone my heart can cower 
My mair than dearert Marie : 

A bee that sips a rosie flower, 
Wash'd in a muskie scented shower , 
In simmer e'enings daintie hour , 
Sucks honey sweet and cheerie. 

Bat sweeter sweeter far than this, 
Was true luve's dear untainted kiss , 
When first I stown ambrosial bliss 

Frae the lips o' bonnie Marie. 
Then roam nae mair, for foreign blooms, 
To deck y'er garlands an saloons , 
An scent y'er cauld an murkie rooms , 

To me sae dull an drearie. 
Her cheeks can show a fadeless rose , 
Upon her breast the lily blows , 
An aye my ain a heartsease glows, 

When press'd by bonnie Marie. 
Why gather pearls on India's lands, 
Or gang for gems where Nyssa stands , 
Why ding for coral neath the sands, 

Wi' wind and wave contrarie. 

ERATO. 5 
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The teeth in her we mou that lie 
Are pearls in coral set, for me, 
An jewels bright in ilka e'e 
Gie light to bonnie Marie. 

Why seek beneath Italian skies , 
A clime that rosie health desfies , 
Come catch the cannie hour that flies , 
An dinna be too warie. 

For me love maks a 9 climates clear, 
When, in her cosie hallan dear, 
In hamelie ha, by inkle's cheer, 
I kiss my bonnie Marie. 

If winter's wind aroun'd us howl, 
Orblack'ning clouds aboon us scowl, 
We fill the gawsie wassail bowl, 
An quaff a wee drap, dearie. 

An when , in spring, young Flora strays, 
Where gowden broom bedecks the ways , 
And heather blooms on a' the braes 
I gae abroad wi Marie. 

I've roam'd beneath the azure skien , 
By fabled Tybur's margin green , 
Where wit an beautie grace the scene , 
But still my heart was drearie. 

So toward hame I set my sail , 
My dog now wagg'd his swirlie tail , 
Again the fond embrace to hail 
0' me and bonnie Marie. 
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Then let me hope when life shall close, 
An we in grassie swaird repose, 
Wi kindred saul in social cose, 

To meet aloft my dearie. 
As least the Gude forgie the prayer 
That mounts to Heaven wi monie a tear 
« The wee while 1 maun tarrie here 
I may he hless'd wi Marie. » T. F.° || 

M PATTIE SALMON. 

Tumi, Meggy Lawder. 

Ae day I made a trip to Fyfe, 

Acros the saut sea waters, 
An there I had a sorrie strife 

Wi ane o' Neptune's daugters , 
She was a swankie selling plaise 

I ran to coff her fishes , 
But foun' she'd sic a bonnieface, 

1 paid for them in kisses. 

Chorus. 
This winna do, the lassie said, 

Gin kisses pay my beautie, 
My ware in spangies maun he paid, 

Or ye winna do y'er dutie. 
My Geordies are a 9 spent quoth I , 

But gif y'er for a drappie , 
Come to my mither's house , hard by, 

An tak a quech o' nappie. 

Chorus. 
So a' naight lang the ingle roun', 

We sat an liltit merrie, 
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An made the glass o'er flaw its bow' 

Brim fa' o' punch an sherry, 
She a had sonsie gracefu air, 

Her limbs grew &waje an bonnie , 
Her look became mair debonair, 

When she'd taenthe swats wi' Tammie. 

Chorus. 
I boskit her in braws sae fine , 

Just like the Queen o' Mayday , 
Aye fit in onie ha' to $ine , 

Wi' gentleman an lady. 
Her een got clear, her legs were strong 

Her face was fair an pinkie 9 
Sin noo, to sharpen, hive an song, 

We took a social spinkie. 

Chorus. 
Sweet kisses folio w'd ilka glass, 

Till light as anie fairie^ 
Nae lady beat my oyster lass, 

So the shall be my dearie. 
Aye noo I'll mak her eke my wife , 

She's fresh enough for that fish, 
An prove the kiddie jada o' Fyfe 

Can nae be sold as flat fish. 

Chorus: 

O the gammon 

O* bonnie Pattie Salmon 
There 9 9 nae in Fyfe 

A las? ojipe 
Sae shrewd as Pattie Salmon* T. F. 00 | 
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W THE BALLET OF BEAUTY. 

TUTUS AJTD THB GRACES DANCE ACCOMPANIED BY VARIOUS 
HYXFHS, AND THE MUSIS SITTING ROUND, SING IN CHORUS. 

Come, palmer, to this charming land, 

Where Grace and Venus hand in hand, 

And Beauty in brilliants richly dight 

Are keeping the vigil of Love to night, 

Now jEgle trips as free as air 

And shakes her hyacinthine hair , 

Thalia now leaves the blooming glade , 

To dance in the moon's pale woodland shade 

Where dimplecheek'd Euphrosyne , 

The sweetest of the Graces three , 

Along the grassplot lightly skips , 

And quickens her sister's measured steps 

Here surely, wanderer, you can find 

Some pretty partner to your mind, 

Phyllodoce queen of the rural bower 

Now moves like a Sylph of the twillight hour , 

Whose sprarkling eyes and locks of jet, 

And teeth like pearls in coral set, 

Invite the bee that fondly sips 

The honey from her rosy lips. 

Or choose Selene tall and fair 

With azure eyes and auburn hair 

Endow'd with Helena's Grecian head 

And Tyrian Dido's graceful tread, 

Who wears a crown of Jewells bright 

Wrought of the firefly's diamond light , 

5. 
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And dances along the morass damp 
Where ever the glow worm lights her lamp, 
Bat if town beauties yoa prefer, 
Take sly Corinna and toy with her f 
She's skill d in the arts to patch and paint 
And to give to her cheeks a vermillion taint, 
Take Glycera shining in every grace , 
Or Opis proud of her handsome face, 
Or Leucothea, whose sweet recompense, 
Is to breath the spirit of frankinsense, 
Napsea doth now her zone unloose , 
And opens a channel for Arethuse ; 
While Sylvia chaunts, with her mellow voice, 
" Come haste to the bower and take your choi- 
ce." 

Chorus : 
Come Polyhymnia deign to sing , 
Thalia shall loudly sweep the string, 
Terpsichore briskly draw the bow. 
And Clio her winding bugle blow. 
Let Erato touch her dtern 9 s chord, 
Calliope Nourish bet trumpet loud, 
Melpomene sigh to the plantive lute, 
An sweet Euterpe play on the flute, 
Till blest Urania strikes her lyre 
Strung with Apollo's rays of fire: 
And bids the spirits above bestow 
Their praises on Concord reigning below, 
Bravo to the chorus of love, bravol 
ffatk , Echo to Harmony cries hrazo! 

Pan by T. V 
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W CAROLINE'S BOWER, 

Being a Birthday Salutation, to an Irish Lady. 

See the bowers of Eglantine sink withe sun, 

An the pinks an the roses o' simmer decay, 
So soon as the race o' swift Phoebus he run 

As thesaft tints o' Autumn illumine his way: 
Oy e Musses I beg, in this winterlike hour, 

That ye find an Alcove that is smilling an bright. 
Hark , Clio replies — " Seek ye Caroline's bower, 

Where evergreens shelter the storms o' the night. 

On her bosom Thalia the lily has placed , 

An hae painted her cheeks wi' the bloom o' the rose. 
Her brow wi' the wreath o' green laurel hae graced, 

Where the swink bees o' Hybla sae often repose; 
Though the sweet Virgin honey ie left on her lips , 

The cells o' sound wisdom are made in her brain, 
An the wooer, approaching , wha carelesslie sips 

The honey, will hasten her stores to obtain. 

Melpomene strike then the chords o' y'er lute 

Till the tears o' sweet sympathy water the grove , 
Euterpe shall merrely play on the flute, 

An Erato breathe the soft accents o' love; 
She will then wi v Terpsichore skip like a faun , 

Mid a chorus of Muses an Graces conjoin'd , 
< An light as Aglaia dance o'er the green lawn, 

The fairest an dearest an best o' her kind. 

When she takes up her lyre, Calliope sings! 
An we miss no the nightingale's musical lay , 
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Since, chasten'd by Harmony , Melody brings 

Down the Angels above, their just homage to pay* 
Polyhymnia then, wi' diversified song, 

Makes variety shine in her magical verse, 
An stay* e'en the Spheres, frae their whirling along, 

To list to the odes that the Muses rechearse. 

Urania , last but sublimest of all , 

Lights the stars in her in een that are sparklin' an 

[sweet , 
Wraps the mantle o' light round her figure sae tall , 

An spangles the galaxy under her feet. 
Then scatter the nuts for the path o' the bride, 

Lucina will guard her frae peril an harms, 
Fond Love and fair Venus noo stan by her side 

An Fidelity's emblem reclines in her arms. 

Now I thank ye fair Muses, the palmer replies, 

To the temple o' Beauty I'll quicklie repair 
Bid passions warm ray cast its glaiksfrae her eyes 

An the ringlets o' Fancy entangle her hair. 
Then let the wave swell, let the thunderstorm lower, 

Her arbour a shade frae its anger be given, 
So I'll hasten this day to dear Caroline's bower 

To forestall a glimpse o' the sunshine o' Heaven. 

T. F."H 

W SONG. 

Tune : The yellow hair'd Laddie. 

In May when the buttercups gilt the green field 
And blackthorn an hawthorn their blosoms did yield 
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When the dells were wi primrose an vi'let o'erlaid 
An paigles an daisies bespangled the mead, 
When the cuckoo was heard from the newblossom'd 

[tree 

And swallows were flittin' o'er lake an o'er lea, 
While the birds sang their lu?esong in every grove, 
I wander'd abroad, but nae thocht upon love. 

A gowden hair'd lassie came out o' the shaws , 
Her form it was luvelie an buskit in braws , 
Her face was the fairest that ever was seen, 
An sparklin* and bright were her bonnie blue een. 
Come listen, said 1 , to the birds on the cot, 
They are singing o' something I dinna ken what? 
She replied, they are a* making luve on the tree, 
So come to the grot lad an do so wi me! 

Chorus: 

Since Nature wi music soft love hae combined 

In harmony let us tfon, nae be behind, 

fFi 9 melody rival the birds o' tfie grove, 

An sing our sweet notes to tfie girls tfiat we love. 

T.F.°|j 

m THE PIPER 0' LOCHABAR 

An: FqreuxU to Lohcabar. 

On the bra^s o' Lochabar 1 laid me to rest 
Twas e'enin', the sun had gaen down in the west, 
The gowden spunks tinted the peaks o' the mound 
While Night drew he.r curtains the valley around 
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Sleep grouk'd o'er my e'en ; but fond Fancy at night 
Noo brought the sad scenes o' the Border in sight , 
Till the pale ghaist o' Marie sprent up on the green 
An spraich — *' Howe Britannia murders yer Queen." 

Auld Scotland's Genius sae readie, in need, 
Withe pibroch o' Marie inflated my reed, 
An was a' the lang naight wi her story sae ripe. 
That the bags o' themselves seem'd to play on the pipe, 
How Scotia's sunshine had set on her plains 
When Elizabeth trampled her towers an fanes 
When Heresie taught her a fiend to beseen 
Whom Jealousie prompted to murder our Queen. 

But scarcelie my ballad was brought to a close , 
When the Iowroosted lark frae the heather arose, 
An chanting his lay frae his watcbtower on hie 
This moral appear'd to be singing to me, — 
See the great an the rich, no the puir an the guid, 
Whom Ambition excites to shed innocent bluid: 
Then lilt thro' the market an pipe o'er the green 
An leave to the soldier to fecht for the Queen. 

Whether Bess or Queen Marie hold nominal sway 
The hind, in life's springtime, can gambol an play, 
In the antumn , the peasant ingathers his load 
An reaps frae the Ian' that his forefather pleugh'd. 
Let simmer be smilin' let winter be blear, 
His Orchard is bloomin' , his hallan is dear 
Sae happit an free is the shepherd , I ween , 
That tis Folly alane wha cad envie a Queen. 
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While the yellow broom decks, ilka side o' the 

[way, 
An the blue bells o' Scotland still hing o'er the brae, 
Consentit wi' Annie HI dwell in the grove , 
An gather the fruchts o' the soil that we love. 
On die braes o* Lochabar we'll fa' to the earth , 
An flatten the groun' that had given us birth , 
When our aauls, like the stars that bespungle the 

[sheen*, 
May rise an be gems roun' the head o' the Queen. 



(») THE WEATHERCOCK SONG. 

An: Of a* the airts the win. doth blow. 

O fickle vane wha turnin' roun' 

To a' the airts that blaw 
An ilka blast that sweeps the groun' , 

Hoo can ye taunt me sa? 

While, swinkin* in my wee bit hoif , 
I view ye whirl on high, 

Ye seem to say — " See cantie cuif 
Yer ain inconstancie! " 

Chorus : 

But aye me fart to Marie true 
By Her maun still be press' d 

Sae, a 9 tRe airts life's tempest blew 
Maun settle in tHe west. 
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The Dial on the new mown grans 

Seems eke my tale to tell , 
Hoo I have followed ilka lass 

Around Day's aide shell t 

Yestreen I slunk awato North , 

The compass gies nae rest, 
Frae South to East I'm hurried forth 

To point her I lo'e best 

C&orui. 
Twas Julie's smile, tie Amie's e'en 

Tis Bessie debonair 
Noo Sal an Suek I'm blaw'n between ; 

Noo brush'd by Annie's hair 

Selena loft in siller sheen 

Kent hoo my heart to gruse, 
Till I a spinkie drunk wi' Jane 

An wad her zone unloose ! 

Cfiorus. 
The gowden locks o' Isabelle 

Did soon my passions move 
When Garie seem'd to do as well 7 

Nar chang'd again my love! 

Nae grume on yeard mair faw' than 1 

At Folly's fancie ba' 
Aftimes I've thochtthat I wad try 

By turns to woo them a\ r 

Cfiorus, 
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<"» SONG. 

Tukk: Hosier's Ghost. 

Ance upon tho foaming Ocean 

Poll an I to sea did go , 
A' the clouds aboon in motion 

Riss'd the swelling waves below. 
Wint'ry winds were howling drearie 

Scarcely could we make the boat, 
When I bore away my dearie 

To the rolling ship afloat. 
Hark the sound , « Get under weigh , boys , 

Starboard hard, there, reef a' sail » 
On the surge the dolphins play boys 

Frae the west 't will blow a gale. 
Now the sea mews scream above us, 

Rougher storms around us roar 
« Fare ye well a' friends wha love us, 

Would that we had staid ashore ! » 
O'er the bows break raging billows 

Washing kickshaws off the deck, 
« Yonder rocks maun be our pillows , 

When our skiff shall be a wreck. » 
Stewardess come bring the bason , — 

u Leeward Ma'am , — ye spew about! » 
Lord ! look there at puir Miss Mason ; 

She has hech/t her inside out. 
Fiercer comes the wind an weather, 

Naething cheeks the crew's alarms, 

calliope. 6. 
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Come Poll, we maun dee together , 

Let me fauld ye in my arms. » 
the sun glents o'er the water, 

Frae y'er blink my late I learn, 
See the wind , frae beam to quarter, 

Shifts about , noo Maws astern. 
Hail again then chearfu races — 

« Step aside maid ; give us room , 
Han , lads , nan% come set the braces , 

See the jib lags on the boom. » 
Safe wi gang, nae mair be railting, 

Now we skud before the win' , 
And, at last our bark is sailing, 

Gently o'er the level brine ! 
Fleets o* boats come out to meet her , 

Britain's pennant waivers o'er, 
Flags of ilka nation greet her, 

As she makes her native shore! 
Brighter beams are always comin' 

When the clouds their curtains move, 
Nor are stars a better omen 

Than the blink of een we love ! * 

Life is aye, a ship in motion, 
Venus stands ayont the bow, 

Fear no danger from the Ocean 
When bland Hope directs the prow. 



(*) The moral of this song is that the embraces of Marie and 
the blink o' her een were the first signs of a calm; in this 
respect an emblem of life. 
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<«> NEW SONG. 

To an old Tune, 

Life's but a jest , the poet sang , 
Then why should we repine, 
Let's quaff a bumper and unite 
In drinking to Lang Syne* 

When youth and beauty smile so fair 
And hope within doth shine, 
The ro&y goblet let us sip 

For auld Lang Syne* 

With Ladies fair whose Siren notes 
Make day and night divine, 
The Minitrel art shall touch the heart 
And waken Lang Syne. 

On Aberfeldy's sunnie braes 
Where summer sunftdo shine. 
The warblin' bird sing's to its lore 
Of auld Lang Syne. 

Those notes are dear the heart to cheer 
Auld Sootiae's sons afar, 
The thrilling note on high doth float 
To the Caledonian Star. 

What's pride of birth, what tinseLTd shoon, 
A coif may sometimes shine, 
But nobler pride's the pride of mind, 
And o' auld Lang Syne. 
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Tis vanity makes life a jest, 
It changes love to gall, 
It sits but ill on feeble man, 

It made the Angels fall. 

Oh let its form be far from us 
Let friendly souls entwine 
And lead us back to golden days 
The days o' Lang Syne 

What social board , what kinder heart , 
In Bruges can we boast, 
Than here where brightest of the bright. 
Stands forth our noble host. 

With her whas gentle generous mind , 
The theme of every togue , 
From age to infancy alike, 

Forever gay and young. 

Let cynicks prattle as they will , 
They have nae lore divine, 
To gild the ray that leads way 
To days o* Lang Syne. 

And when afar , as part we must, 
The parting tear be mine , 
To think on a' the joys that's fled 
And numbered with lang Syne. 

The Hero of a hundred fields 
Who neer a feeling hurt , 
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This verse to you my lon'g tried friend , 
Most wosthy Colonel Sturt. (*) 

< 52 > SONG. 

Aie Last May a braw wooer, 

Ae day Friar Phillip said, lad, if you please, 
Ye may gang for a walk wi y'er master 

Ad tak a sly kiek at the warl as it is , 
*T will mak ye'r genius flow faster. 

I've nae other meaning in ganging abroad 
Than to pleasure an ease to be dieing 

Bit an brat's a' I want, an the cross in my load. 

the Gude forgive him for lieing. (bis). 

fiiit while we were toddling on to a shrine , 

We met wi a troop o' young lasses 
A pu'ing the blossoms sae bonnie an fine, 

What a sight for twa sanctified asses ! 
tell me wha's coming guid father, said 1, 

1 feel as o' lo'e I were dieing 

* Tis a flock o* green geese frae the burnie just by. » 
the Gude forgie him for lieing. (bis) • 

Guid father, quoth I, they are cosie and tame; 
If these be the geese o' y'er waters, 



(*) Composed for an sung at an English diner party, op den 
Diver Bruges, on Sunday Candlemas the 2 d February 1845. 

6 
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I wad rather tak ane o' the goslings hame 

Than the fairest o' Israel's daughters. 
The game is a' wild , said the monk in a rage , 

Tis a sin to be wishie an prying 
They are nane o' 'em birds that can live in a cage. 

O the Gude forgive him for lieing. (bis). 

He fain wad hae bound me, but aye I broke loose ; 

Cupid always is snapping his tether , — 
« It seems to me, father, that lassie and goose 

Maun surely be birds o' ae feather; » 
Nae nae quoth the friar , now quite in a pet 

As he wiley the damsels was e'eing , «— 
They are geese without eggs and na fit for my net: 

O the Gude forgive him for lieing. (bis). 

the whole o' the flock was sae bonnie and fair 

Wi feathers baith gawsie and crested , 
An a neat cock a noddy atop o' the hair 

Which Cupid frae Venus had wreste d 
So I said daddy hypocrite gie me release, 

Wi the flock o' fair swimmers to wander, 
I'm willing to ca' them a* geese if ye please, 

An y'Gad J am of as the gander. (*) (bis). 

T. F.°°, 



(*) The story of Friar Phillip and his geese, which has 
given rise to a common proverby is kuown, and probables 
uggessed this song written iu 1845. We nead hardly add that 
no disrespect is intended, in this funny song, to the holy 
friars-Editor. 
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w ' SONG. 

TO THE ECHO. 
Am. The Waefu* Heart. 

sweetest Echo that can dwell 

Unseen in shady glen, 
Or violet embroider'd dell I 

Come speak to me again. 
An flit the voice o' Marie dear 

Frae yonder flow'ry vale , 
To greet my ain , in accents clear , 

Upon the evening gale. 
Hark , for I ken the strain that floats 

Sae gently o'er the lea, 
Those soft an sweetly warbled notes 

Oft gartmy sorrows flie. 
Haste then an feed these trembling ears, 

Fly Echo fly the brae! 
Then bear her music to the Spheres, 

To cheer them on their way ; 
Till for her soul they find a place 

Abo'e the starry skies, 
Where singing she may gie new grace 
To Heav'ns bless'd symphonies. 

Chorus : 

welcome Echo, Nymphe unseen 

An frae y'er airy shell 
Waft the sweet song across the green 

O'her J We sae well. 
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m SONG. 

FROM A TRUE STORY. 
Air : Up in the Morning early, 

Ane day while ganging lang the street, 
Atween the late an earlie, 

A lovely minstrel girl I met, 
Alane an greeting sairlie, 

The frost was hard , the snaw lay deep, 
The weather wild an blearie, 

I thought that I maun also weep 

For pnrtye cau'd an drearie. 

A Christian coof yclep a lord 
Came by, to prayers gaeing ; 

Hizzy, quoth he, ye'ye slept abroad, 
An noo y'er lute are playing. 

In the Gude's name , I maun consign 
Vagrants to prison , hear ye: 

Tis the best place to rot an pine, 

For purtye cau'd an drearie. 

How dare ye sleep in open air , 

That hae nae land to ring in? 
Or lilt in market , street, or fair, 

Wha hae nae ha' to sing in. 
For Christ his sake wha lo'ed the puir 

An help'd the sick an wearie; 
Hie to the dungeon, quit themuir, 

Curst purtye cau'd an drearie. 
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A stranger wi a heathen fame, 

Wha spied her sorrin features, 
Noo led her to his ingle, hame , 

Aye free to a' pair creatures ; 
Here, in untutor'd Nature's fane, 

The lass got warm an cheerie, 
An e'en the dog ga'e half his bane 

To purtye cau'd an drearie. 
Troth I maun doff, thought I, the mask , 

Let Faith nae mair be canting, 
Justice gies man a higher task 

To aid the sick an wanting. 
Let Kirk an Aristocrasy 

Join handsin palace cheery; 
There is nae hame in Ghristendie; 

For purtye cau'd an drearie. T. F.°° (*) 

w WILLYS WIFE. 

An auld College Song. 
Tune. Here's to the Maiden. 

Vie chosen a Wife for young Willy to day 

An she's a braw woman of o' fifty, 
Her jaudie's hae room for a bundle o' hay 
But her han' I assure ye is tbriftie. 
Then gang to the bower o' Grannie o' moor? 

Ye winna be there disappointed, 
When the oil olier tongue on y'er pow she shall pour, 
Ye may dub yersel Grannie's anointed. 

(*) The authour of this original song is said to bove been 
D* Forster and the stranger alluded to Mr Shelley the poet. 
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Then listen to reason, nor gae for a wife 
To the lasses sae frolic and young sir, 

They'l fight an they'l flirt an embitter y'er life, 
But I'll gie ye a list of the throng, sir, 

There's Polly wha sings and can play the guitar, — 
But gif ye gae sue her for grace, man, 

In a jiffie she'l up wi a handfu' o' glar 
An fling it asklent in your face man. 

Ye winna be happit wi Kate o' the green, 
She'd pawn her ain smock for a drappie, 

And tho' Bessie be fair, yet her bonnie black een, 
Ne'er swim but in whiskey er nappie. 

Then hasten dear Willy an get her to wed) 

She canna contend wi a bauldman, 
An troth I maun think ye are better are in bed 

Wi Grannie, now weather is cauld, man. 

She mouts like a maggie, her duds , in a crack , | 
Will be doft, while ye water y'er jaws, man, 

An before y'er new plaid, can be slung on y'er back, 
She'l be drest in her holliday braws, man. 

Her mou is a trumpet o' music an verse, 
Her pate is a mountain o' lore, man, 

If ye learn a wee stanza frae Tammie's ain terse, 
Ye have nought but to knock at her door, man. 

An then if on wedlock cauld water she fling 

An seem to be shy and contrarie, 
There's a muckle o' pow'r in Willy's gowd ripg 

To gar an auld grammachie' marrie. 

Then haste to the wedding, your mammie surprise, 
While glaikit by wine an by weather, 

May the Gude and the Wise open Billy Boy's eyes 
An his blessing be on ye together. 
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MY FAVOURITE DOG ZAMPA 

COMMONLY CALLftD THt BULL. 

If to Athens for dogs you will scamper, 

For Grece of fine poodles is full , 
You will not find another like Zarapa , 

There is no other Zampa like Bull. 

He is neither a setter nor terrier 

But half of a poodle and bear ; 
Yet a handsommer dog or a merrier 

Is not to be seen I declare. 

You may roam the world over an over 
Through water and land you may pull 

Bat never can mortal discover 
Another such dog as the Bull. 

To deseribe him I find is a doty , 

Deny it, ye judges who can 
That the Bull is a regular beauty , 

His master a fortunate man. 

His hair is long silky and curly 

And juicy and black is his nose , 
His teeth are both even and pearly, 

His eyes like two beautiful sloess 
His tail like a fanciful feather 

Is curFd about over his back , 
But this he can staighten whenever 

He follows the setterdog's track. 
He can stand on his hind legs, or carry , 

And prettily begs to be fed , 
And ne'er on the road will he tarry 

When sent to the bakers for bread. ' 

Zampa's a charming feUow 

An gentleman quite in his look 
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A very great friend to the cellar • 

And a still greater friend to the cook. 

A regular gourman is Zampa , 

You'd put the poor darling in fits 
Should you ever his appetite pamper 

With any thing short of tit bits. 

Yet do not believe him a glutton, 

An Epicure only, that's all , 
He's a dear one for beef or for mutton, 

Or tarts from the pastrycook's stall* 

But sometimes this wimsical poodle 

Will strangers most cruelly pull , 
But you indeed must be a noodle, 

To flinch from a gripe of the Bull. 

He never bites nurses or babies , 

But often makes wayfarers prance , 
Is very polite to the ladies. 

Having got a preceptor from France. 

The world may its votaries pamper, 

And ladies fsr jewels may pine, 
I'd thousand times rather have Zampa, 

If Zampa consent and be mine. 

dog connaisseurs, 1 assure you , 
Were your purses of guineas quite full 

Your riches could never procure you 
Another such dog as the Bull. 

Chorus: 

he's a charming fall ow 

Thro 9 lifes queer stream if ye pull 
Ye necer will find sic another 

Another d 2 ar fellow as Bull 
Scharbeek 1840. Selena. M. R. F. 



TERPSICHORE. 73 

THE EMIGRANTS LAMENT. 

Tons: There is nae luck about the house. 

where are noo the merrie days 
When birds gang on the spray, 
An a' the bairns play'd on the braes 

By bonnie Instow Quay , 
These days are flown, these joys are fled , 

The wee things play nae mair, 
But Sorrow hangs her mournfu' head 
Wi' puirtith weepin' sair. 

Chorus 
There is nae luck upo' the quay 

Our joys are flitten a' 
There is nae luck upo' the bay 
Noo Daddie goes awa! 

Where Dickie used to lunt wi' me 

An Arthur toast his lass , 
There's nought beneath the sear auld tree 

But fungus, dung an grass: 
The pipe is out , the quech is drie 

The tawsie leer in ha', 
That ance, to cheer ilk sparklin' e'e , 

Wi' toddie used to flaw. 



Chorus. 



There is nae luck about the brae 

Our luck is flitten a 9 
There is nae joy on Instow' s bay 

Noo Daddie goes awa! 

TERPSICHORE. 
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My sonsie wife aye greets forlorn 

To see her spousie gang , 
An wishes she had ne'er been born , 

To bear the partin' pang , 
The boosie dog links roun the lum , 

An baggage in the ha' , 
For brawlie he kens what is come 
To tak his laird awa ! 

Chorus. 
So there 9 s nae luck about the house 

The joys are flitten d 
There is nae mirth about the house 
Noo Ddddie goes awa! 

The hearth is cauld , the hallan drear , 

Extinguished is the bran' , 
An monie an auld friend's e'en are blear 

To see me quit the Ian*. 
At smiddie, market, fair, or kirk 

I'm miss'd, they lo'ed me a'; 
Nae mair the bonnie lasses smirk 
About me in the ha'. 

Chorus, 
For there's nae luck about the house 

Naeguid cfiesr in the ha' ; 
There is nae luok about the house . 
When Daddie gaes awa ! 

Where bonnie Hal in Sunday shoon, 

New buskit in her braws , 
Hae dance'd wi Nunkie , cantie loun , 
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Or rov'd araang the shaws, 
The wild bird's cry alane is heard 

The mourner's lugs to please; 
TTer Daddie's voice nae mair is fear'd , 
He's gaen ayont the seas. 

Chorus. 
For there?* nae luck about the house 

Nae guid c/ieer in the ha'; 
There is nae luck about the house 
When Daddie gaen awal 

There sauoie Bennie's honest squint 

Aboon the yett wad keek , 
An Carie's tread had music in't 

Because her sheen did creek ; 
An Tammie too did music make 

Sin, he wi' meikle pain, 

Cried loud wi* sic a bellyache 

As he'll ne'er feel again* 

Chorus. 
For there's nae frucht upo' the tree 

Nae plutnpye in the ha% 
There is nae luck , this side the sea 
Noo Daddie goes awa! 

Bat still, like Jason, I maun seek 

For Fortune on the wave. 
An quit for ay my ingle cheek 

My bairns an a' the lave • 
Those bonnie bairns, that ance did smile, 

To weep will scarcelie cease 
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For that I leave my native isle, 
To coff a gowden fleece. 

Chorus. 
For there's nae luck about the house 

Nar mirth in pleasure' s ha 9 
There is nae luck about the house 
Noo Daddie gaes awa ! 

Ah where will Susie dwell anon 
When I, like some lost sheep, 
Or captive Jew in Babylon , 

By waters strange shall weep. 
Will Bella get a wooer kind 
Her wearie days to cheer ! 
Nay, hoo can she a suitor fin'd 
Whas tocher is a tear?! 

Choru*. 
For there's nae luck about the house 

Nar mirth in pleasure's ha' 
There is nae luck about the house 
Noo daddie gaes awe! 

But yet fareweel ilk cantie chiel, 

Fareweel my honest jo 
I'll often think I wish ye weel , 

Gin 1 can think o' you! 
For see the jib flies o'er the boom , 

The ship gets under weigh 
An I maun think o' things to come 

Nar dwell on Instow Quay. 

Chorui. 
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For there's nae luck about the house 

Nor mirth in pleasure's ha 9 
There is nae luck about the house 

Noo Daddie goes awe ! 

Hark hark the kirk bells sweetlie chime , 

As they hae rung before , 
An bid me lo'e my father's clime 

Nar quit my native shore. 
Yet Enterprize maun point the way , 

Wi' her 111 cross the main, 
E'en should the croak in' raven say — 
He'll neer come hame again. 

Chorus. 
Yet there's nae luck about the house 

Nor mirth in pleasure's ha', 
There is nae luck about the house, 
Noo Daddie goes awe ! 

T. F.<»|| (*) 

<»> To LYDIA 

Why sell me, Lydie fond an fair, 

The Gemmen a' wad wed ye ; 
Y*er jerkin gait an frolic air 

Assure me ye are ready 

If ilka mon in London toun 
Neer views ye but to lo'e ye 

(*) Composed in November 1845 bv Dr. Forster on the 
occasion of the projected emigration of a friend to Australia. 



78 the piper's wallet. 

I dinna ken what taks the men, 
That nane o' them will woo ye. 

Ye're bonnie bucksome blythe an gay 
Braw buskit , tall and cannie 

Ye cant o' Cupid night an day, 
Your charms are sweet an many. 

Ye boast, sae prowd, yer weight o' gold 

An brass ye always carry, 
The lads graw cuald or ye get auld 

For naeman comes to marry. 

< 39 > CATCH. 

WALTHAKSTOW BELLS, 
Tbhe: Donby's music for three voice*. 

» Ring merry bells o' Walthamstow 

As ye did forty years ago, 
When turtles fill'd the vocal grove, 
An ilka wild bird sang o' love , 
When merry lasses beat the ground 
An dance'd the garish maypole round. 

< 40 > GLEE. 

Air: Corfe'a harmony for four voices. 

Such beauties does Zara display, 
When coylie she smile upon me • 

That Isabel blythesome and gay 
Is scarcelie mair lovelie that she. 
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Nae flower that graws amang weeds , 

Nar blosom that hings on the spray , 
Their charms an their graces exceeds 

Or blushes mair sweetlie than they* 
The blosoms o' Zara expand, 

Like the citron that blooms oe'r its fruit, 
When she lilts to the touch of her hand, 

Then Philosophy sings to the lute. 
When her notes, like a voice frae the sky, 

Bring their solace an charm to my ears , 
Care an Sorrow seem willing fly 

Before Harmony come frae the Spheres. 
But the lily for Isabel blaws 

Her neek is a white as the snow , 
Her cheeks are as pink as the rose, 

In her e'en the blue violets glow* 
The dasies that bend to her tread 

Shew that Earth to her hommage is given, 
And the stars that glent over her head 

Seen to stoop and salute her from Heaven. 

T. F. O0 || 
Nov. 18 1845. 

w SONG. 

A DA1ICB A IRSTOW 

Tims: jSvelyne'g Bower. 

Attend guid people now. an gie lugs 
To me to day, 
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Whether ye be great or sma' 
Ye maun busk ye for the ba' 
That the little Queen o' Winter gies at 
Instow Quay. 

These are Halcyon sort o' days; so put ilk 
Excuse away. 

As the dance time nearer draws 
Ye maun coff yer Sunday braws 
An doff yer warking duds, my girls, at 
Instow Quay. 

There'll be Suky frae the Key and a dozen 
Mair to day: 

See Alcyone combine 
Ceyx and lovely Caroline , 
To grace wi' fairie steps the boards of 
Instow Quay. 

Now if y'er no contented wi' this 
Splended array* 

We can bring ye half a score 
In a boat frae Appledore , 
To form the merry chorus, girls, at 
Instow Quay. 

Pale Cynthia seems hersel to glance 
Upon the siller spray; 

An sheds her saftend light 
Thro' the lattices at night 
0* the honeysuckled window panes at 
Instow Quay, 
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Then hasten, an bid Hebe bring her nectar 
Cup this way ; 

When the lasses gin to prance, 

A' the Graces seem to dance, 

An Jove himsel maun bide a wee at 

Instow Quay. 
Bat when wi' han's across Auld Lang Syne 

The minstrels play; 

An our friends in chorus ring 

All Parnassus seems to sing, 

An Sabrina chang'd to Helicon, bv 

Instow Quay. 
So let Bachus fill the bowl fu' o rosy 

Wine to day. 

Nunkie noo lays doun his pipe 

An succumbs to tak a swipe 

An whiffin' Dickie drinks " the maids o' 

Instow Quay. " 
But now 1 fear , my darling , I maun quit my 

Doric lay. 

An saddle Pegasus, to bring, 

Squat between ilk airie wing , 

My Muse , where 1 wad wish to gang , to 

Instow Quay. (*) T. F.°* j 

Bruges 12 Nov. 1845. 

(•) On a Ball, in Sep. 1845. The author would seem to 
compare the host and his Lady to Ceyx and Alcyone in allu- 
sion to a projected voyage see p. 73. 
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«*> SONG. 

1HSTB0W QUAY 

Tsnb: Evelyn's Boicer. 

Good people all given car, and attend to me I pray > 

There's nothing, I declare, 

In all Devon to compare 

To that pretty little charming place called 

Instow Quay. 

H ow delighfnl it is, in a fine summers day, 
When arm in arm we walk, 
Of our neihhbour's actions talk, 

As we trugde along upon the sands to 
Instow Quay, 

If to Northorpe you would go and go the shortest way, 
Yoe must walk down to the shore, 
Take a boat to Appledore | 

And then a pretty view you' II have of 
Instow Quay. 

For taste there's no accounting I've oftentimes heard 

l>y, | 
What to some gives great delight 
Other people seem to slight, 
An so I fear it fares at times with 
Instow Quay. 

For a friend who is come to the pesonage to stay, 
^When dear baby smiles so sweet 
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Jerks his arms, his mam to greet, 
Se ems a great deal more delighted then with 
Ins tow Quay* 

Th e horses in the neighourhoud eat straw and never 

[hae 
Qh! how they frisk with joy , 
When they drag the child and toy 
With mamy and with Caroline to 

Instow Quay. 
Most enchanting it is, in the pleasant month of may, 
When I sit upon the wall , 
Joking carelessly with all , 
And gossip with my new made friends on 

Instow Quay. 
If inclined for a sail in the bankers boat so gay, 
We dont venture out too far, 
Mind you keep within the bar 
For fear you should get out of sight of 

Instow Quay. 

A. Bideford fine ball , or a Barnstaple play, 

With all their mirth and glee, 

Quit stupid seem to me, 

When I think about the joyous scenes on 

Instow Quay. 

But now good friends and neighbour I soon mus 

[go away; 
So I wish you all good bye 
As most mournfully I cry , 
Not for leaving you so much , I own , as 

Instow Quay. 

B. M. F. 1827. 
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<«) SONG. 

TBI EPICUREAN WISH. 

Where the pipe is never cold , 
Where the bowl in never drie , 

Where the women never scold 
The men for drinking merrilie , 

Where the rose for never hlaws 

Where the mair we drink the etter f 

Where repletion health bestaws , 
And by laughing we get fatter, 

Where the fairest girls are found , 
Where time rests at five and twentie, 

Where the toast gangs always round , 
And o'erflows the horn o' plentie; 

Where chaste Mirth can trample Care , 
While her blue e'en roll in pleasure , 

While Bacchantes tarrying there , 
Fill the goblet without measure; 

Where the dance is never still, 
Wher the lute is silent never , 

There o' joy Til hae my fill, 

There Til dwell an live for ever 

Chorus : 

But before I Hasten there, 
fFhere is there? O tell me where? 
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W DUN EDEN'S BELLS. 

Air: Tk* Bonwf Christ Church Bell*. 

Hark Dun Edin's music bells, 

IAne , twa » three , four , five , six 
Oar lags they greet wi' sound sae sweet 
» An we sing a' Scotland merrilie. 

Flanders self nae boasts sic bells 

Wha ilk halfhour ring ding dong ding , 

Or chime, —Come Jane and John to prayers, 
The bishop's there an eke the dean, 

Tis nae the tingling matin bell, 

Or curfew winding slow, 
I ken the toll o 9 the wassail bowl 

Tis time the wine should flow. 

TO MY AULD DOG SHARGS. 

I lo'e ye weel my guid anld tyke 

Y'er sonsie face an bonnie een , 
As yet I naer hae seen the, like , 

Nor e'er y'er like will find again ; 
Ye've happit monie a wearie hour 

When we have pleugh'd the billow'd main, 
Or scan'd the brow , while tempests lower , 

Or labour'd o'er the sultry plain. 
It was upon 6* Lambert's day, 

In eighteen hundred twenty nine, 

POLYHYMNIA. 8 
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In London as I chance'd to stray, 

That seven and six pence made ye mine. 
I bought ye o' a duddie lad 

Beset wi puppies' cosie faces, 
And took ye hame at e'en , right glad 

To see yer an ticks and grimaces. 
A woolly wee thing fu' o' pranks , 

Ye play'd about my reekie house , 
Sometimes Grimalkin firk't y'er flanks 

For huntin' after her ain mouse. 
Sometimes asleep in wisdom's seat 

Ye bark'd in dreams past my indighting 
Or squeel'd beneath Miss Betty's feet, 

For gie'in' her heels a playfa' biting , 
Aye oft thro' buskie glen an shaw, 

Wi gawsie Fangs ye sniff'd an snowkit, 
Or fein the tangled copse wad draw, 

Where after moles ye scratch'd an howkit, 
Like a spoil'd bairn wha's seldome beat 

Frae cookie ye hae caught a switching 
For laying gooding on the mat 

Or stroaning in her cleanlie kitchen. 
But what are these to th'ills o' man 

Whas day is but a constant cross, 
Wha, thro' life's short uncertain span, 

Lives but to gain a sense o' loss. 
So here's a health, ye best o' dogs , 

An may the Gude an Wise protect ye 
Frae a' the crimes o' human hogs 

Or twaleg'd brutes that might infect ye, 
Like men — rich han's ye maunna lick , 
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Nar bay wi tyrant tongue the poor , 
Nor bear my lord's gowdheadit stick 

To chase the beggar frae the door, 
Nor lick my lady's tinsell'd shoon , 

E'en tho' she walk upo' y'er pattie , 
But beg the swink hind's humble boon, 

An let his wee bairns come an pat ye , 
Wi honest welcome — bow wow wow 

Gie a' my friends a heartie meeting 
Right glad to see ilk honest pow, 

That brings y'er maister's house a greeting. 
I care nae wha y'er sire hae been, 

Sin he hae sent me sic a blessin , 
Whether the lapdog o' the queen 

Or a hedge gipsie's tousie messin ; 
Nor care I wha hae been the bitoh , 

Til toast her in a quech o' toddie, 
Whether Anld Reekie's spaniel rich 

Or Wastle's whelp o' Linkumdoddie. 
Then fit!, ilk soul the wassail bowl 

Let whiskie float our skiff this night, 
And wag your tail, till I reef a sail 

When the cockproclams the morning light. 

T. F. ^ 

« FAIRWELL TO MAY. 

Sweet queen o' flowers! 

Say now where art thou hiding , 
Beneath the starred welkin's carpet blue , r * 

That seems just spread anew , *». t 
The rosebuds and the odorous hawthorn bowers 
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That while thou wast abiding 
Among lis, in our blosom'd gardens grew ; 

Say Goddess, where 

These purple blooms are gone ; 
Hast thow transformed them to the mottleds ki 

Where, with thy sister Pleiades , 
Thou wearest them in thy bright amber hair, 

Or do they fade upon 
Thy bosom , where thy fondest suitor dies. 

T. P.* 

ON A MOUSE, ACCIDENTALLY KILLED 

Alas! wie, cow'ring donsie Moose, 

How soon, thy leeiang day ie o'er! 
Yestreen , about my lowly house , 

Ye prankt and playM, frae do6r to door; 
And pickt the crumbs o*barley cake 

That frae thv Mistress 9 table fell, 
Then frolickit for pastime's sake , 

Unscar'd by flunky's soundin bell. 
Thy life, though short, was fu enjoy 'd, 

Nor had ye ony cares to fret ye y 
Nor fear'd ye , while wi' her ye toyM , 

The slaughtering tread o* tentie Bettie! 
Ah ! were mine ain nae harder lot ! 

To breathe the wearie air a'day, 
A myrmidon at Fortune's feet , 

To cringe and fawn my life away ! 
Right wottiug a' the ruefu 9 pain 

The chequer'd life o' man attendin', 
To me ilk flowret blaws in tain , 
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On youth its balmy fragrance spending 
Then let me drown my cares in wine , 

And let me, while 1 live, carouse, 
An be my deedthraw short as thine , 

My life as simple, luckless Mouse! 

T. F. 00 

I m HET KIND EN DE WIND. 

In Rotterdam, een kleyn kind, 
Tossehen het water en de wind, 

Omwonden is gevallen. 
Het was een wys en lustig kind, 
En onderdaenig aen den wind, 

En voldaen was te vallen, 
En had zoo aen den wind gezeyd : 
Ik valle als myne kindermeyd 

In 't water is geyallen. 
Die kleen ried aen biese stand, 
Als grooten boom valt op het land 

Met wind in 't water vallen. 

T. F.°° 

M LE VOEU DE LA JEUNESSE ACCOMPLI. 
Avantma mort, dis-je, trois grandes choses 

je ferai: — le voyage aux Pays-Bas, 
L'amour, qui de tont autre est la rose, 

Que j'appelle " la chose, "ah! n'est il pas? 
La troisieme est le Voyage en l'air, 
Non a la Chine, FAfrique, au Grand Caire, 

Mais pour trouver en haut, dans tous les cas, 

Mille secrets qu'on ne trouve ici bas. 

Commencant par Faraour, je fis guerir 

8 
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La passion, et pais je fis voyage, 
Pais montai en ballon, mais je m'engage 

Dans mon jar din de passer Favenir. 

Car en depit de moi, ce bean ballon, 
Au gre des vents, montait dans an orage : 
Cherchant le ciel, je trouvais les naages 

Et tombais a la fin dans an vallon. 
Le vieux soldat, le marchand, le marin, 
Heureux oent fois qui trouve an beau jardin, 

Oii tout en paix il pent passer ses jours, 

Raconter ses exploits, rapeler ses amours. (*) 

T. f'.-O 

< 50 > MY IAWIAN LASSIE. 

Although on Hielan' blooming braes 
An primrose vallies fresh an grassie 

I liv'd my bairnhood's cantie days, 
In Lawlan' plains 1 foun' my lassie 



' (*) These lines were written by D* Forster and are founded 
on the reflation that the wishes of the child are fulfilled ia 
the actions of the man. The author teems to allude to thrm 
predominant desires of his own in fauoy, which he congra- 
tulates himself wilt having achieved in his manhood, one 
of the principal of which seems to haor been to be a traveller 
by lund, sea, and Air: the last great voyage, in the latten 
Element, was made on Saturday evening april 30 1829 at 
the Black Triars Gardens Houlgham, on which oceision the 
author write a curious ode, a Farewell to mother Earth, 
published iu his PHILOSOPHIA MUSARUM. 
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O my luvelie Lawlan 9 lassie, 
My bonnie blythsame Lawlan 9 lassie: 
The sweetest flower in Flora's bower 
Is sure my ain dear Lawlan' lassie. 

Of a* the maids in tower or ha', 

An we have lassies blythe an bonnie, 

I'd tak my Mimie first of a' 
Because I loe her best o' onie, 

O my bonnie Lawlan lassie 
My bonnie blythesame Lawlan lassie: 
The sweetest flower in Flora's bower 
Is snre my ain dear Lawlan 9 lassie. 

Fein wad I dwell wi ye dear maid 

Amang the hills where liv'd my Daddie 

Wi bonnet blue an tartan plaid 
Aye buskit as a Hielam laddie. 

O my luvelie Lwlan 9 lassie 

My bonnie blythesame Lawlan lassie, 

The sweetest flower in. Flora's bower 

Is sure my ain dear Lawlan' lassie. 

But sin ye are a Lawlan lassies, 
A bonnie blythesome blooming lassie 

Ye'r always fair, in bower er byre, 
My ain dear lovelie Lawlan' lassie. 

O my lovely Lawlan' lassie 
My blythesam bonnie Lawlan lassie 
The sweetest flower in Flora's bower 
Is sure my ain dear Lawlan 9 lassie. 
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Alang yer path the pansies glow, 
Aroun' ye blows the bonnie broom, 

Sweet Flora's busk'd for ye below 
An blest Urania smiles aboon. 

Then let me kiss my bonnie lassie, 
Lovelie lassie, Latvian lassie, 
The hawthorn shade for love was made, 
An heather blooms for us 9 my lassie. 

T. F. w 

m HENHAM BELLS. 

Am: the Changes on 8 Bells; Glee. 

Hark! now I hear those evening bells 
What doleful tales their music tells, 
0' comfort past, o* hours misspent, 
0* youth to senseless rices lent; 
0' childish joys in days o 9 yore, 
0* merry playmates now nae more; 
0' a y that frighlfu' change o' things 
Which ilk succeeding season brings, 
Saftlie ring on, melodious peal, 
Yer soft persuasive strains I feel, 
Which gie refreshment to the soul, 
By calling to its proper goal. 
For though each soulentrancing knell 
Seems some fair image lost to tell, 
0' love entomb'd , o' friendship dead, 
0' infant hopes for ever fled; 
And ca's to mind the earlie time 
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When first I heard yer melting chime, 
At life's and daylight's infant dawn, 
When cocks first blew the tramp o 9 morn , 
And first I sallied forth to play, 
Free, on a sunshine holiday. 
Sin which auld times, the siller head 
Of fond paternal counsel's dead; 
The chiel, that was the e'ening star 
0* youthfu 9 pass time, dwells afar; 
The trusty dog, my father's pride, 
Is swallowed in time's gulphiflg tide, 
And fierce Erynnis tramples down 
Those childish hopes we noo disown. 
Yet still, oh! soft melodious hells, 
A tale o 9 joy yer ttkttsio tells 
To faithfu' flocks assembled here* 
To drink o' holy water clear. 
For in the duskie cloister damp,, 
Where Vigilance hae lit her lamp, 
The white wing d angel Hope appears, 
And my desponding spirit cheers, 
And says, « Hark! yet the tunefu' bells 
Are sounding still their magic spells, 
That quell all harms, and ca 9 the sheep; 
The vigils o' pure Faith to keep, 
And cheer the soul to hold in view, 
For faithful flocks, green pastures new, 
In those fair realms, fair Virtue's seat, 
Where kindred souls again shall meet 
The taper steeple points the way, 
The cock upon the vane doth say, 
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Thou follow me, not turning round 
To ilka blast thai sweeps the ground: 
But, by a watchfulness on high, 
Bend to the spirit o' the sky, 
Then jingle on, ye mellow bells, 
O 9 manie hopes yer music tells, 

T. F,o°fl (*) 



< 52 > EPITHALAMIUM. 1816. 

Air: Marlborough 

Salve grado Himeno 
Ye Hespero en el cielo 
Enciende, fiel consuelo, 
La vela del amor. 
Llega alia Selina 
A su caro marido 
Roxeante en el vestido 
De carinoso ardor. 
Como en las florestas 
Temprana y dichosa 
Es la sagrada rosa 
Pintada por Amor. 



(*) This song of the bells is founded on a walk at Quendon 
in Aug. 1810. Is can be sang as a Catch with four voices, the 
Italic being the concluding chorus. 
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Musas di Helicone 
Euterpe y Clio amada 
Con vestra voz sagrada 
Centais en an honor. 
Las dias di verano 
Maja 7 pintada Flora 
Pingan la terra ahora 
Con vario color* 
Felix felix marido 
At te echa sus brazos 
En amorosos lazos 
Objecto del amor. 

T. F, ." 1816. 



THE CHERRYCLACK SONG. 

The lamplight student wan and pale, 
In his chamber sits at ease, 

And tries to read without avail, 
For every moment the light breeze 
Springs up and rustles in the trees. 

Aud then he startles at the sound 
Of the noisy Cherryclack, 
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That whirls its flippant windsails round, 
With Lybs still puffing at his back, 
Provoking endless click a tee clack. 

The scholar tries and tries again 

To read, but can't, then damns the cherries, 

And swears that every effort's Tain 
To answer all his master's queries, 
For Greek and Latin quite a jeer is, 

Where every chorus, every verse 
Is interrupted, for alack! 

When he the lesson would rehearse, 
The thread is broke , himself thrown back , 
By this perpetual click a tee clack. 



P*> ON THE RIVAL POETS. 

Bach country to some learned Muse is bound, 
Old Homer's song made ancient Greece resound, 
Proud Italy the Lyre of Horace claimed , 
Nor less for Virgil and for Ovid lamed , 
Milton's majestic Muse o'er Albion smiled, 
Where warbled Shakespeare, Nature's favour 'd child. 
France had Voltaire— each nation shone by torus, 
Till Scotland crown'd the catalogue wf Burns. 
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(55) SONG. 

Am: Auld Lang Syne. 

Wi' right guid friends, the hallah roan' 

Where mirth and toddie flaw, 
In winters night, by 'ingle bright, 

While angry whirlwinds blaw, 
Hoo sweet to see our bairnheid's days 

Where Fancy paints the scene 
An Memory's glass reflects the rays 

0' Auld Lang Syne! 

The vera top we used to spin 

Seems still to be oar ain, 
The kyte we flew spangs into view 

On infant wings again. 
childish joys o' days o' yore! 

Hoo glamoar'd is the time, 
When thocht asklent the scenes can glent 

0' Auld Lang Syne. 

The lass, the pride o' yoathfa' heart, 

Wha long hae dwalt afar, 
May then be seen to rise at e'en, 

As passion's gloamin start 
The bonnie maid in tartan plaid, 

That ance was Love's an mine , 
Still treads the braes, as in the days 

0' Auld lang Syne 

The yellow broom on a' the knowes 
The gowans on the lea, 

URANIA. 9 
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The heather bloom an guelder rose 

Are cropt again by me: 
Again I view the Lawlan' grove 

Whas form can never tine, 
For there I tauld the tale tf love 

In Auld Lang SynQ. 

Sin earlie hours , my jo, were ours, 

We've spun life's little span, 
Sad Care has press'd our sorrin breast 

Or Fortune fill'd the han' I 
But aye, our ills are soon forgot, 

An we maun nae repine, , 
While Music cheers our later years 

Wi' Auld Lang Syne. 

So fill yer cup my cantie friend 

To wake the wearie soul , 
An lunt a wee, an lilt wi' me, 

While Hebe serves the bowl: 
Then let us a', in merrie song, 

Bid Love an Hope combine 
To make our Age repeat the page 

0' Auld Lang Syne 



T* F.« 



(56) HOPE. 

Tone: Hosier's ghost. 

how quicklie, how fleetiftg* 
Doth ilk flowerie season pass, 
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Time is ever mortals cheating, 

Swiftlie runs life's houxglas; 
That 'which whylome seem'd the morning, 

Present time, we now ca' night, 
Soon anither day'll he dawning, 

Soon will set anither light* 
how quicklie , how fleeting, 

Blooming spring that dress'd the ha', 
Daffodillies, snowdrops, lilies 
* An sweet Violets, win' awa! 
That which whilome seem'd the springtime, 

Budding hedges, hawthorn bloom, 
All are gaen; and wha can bring time 

Back, dispelling winter's gloom. 
how quicklie, how fleeting, 

Olowing summer roll'd along, 
Lilies, posies, pinks and roses; 

Nightless days and milkmaid's song. 
That which ance was frolic haytime 

Now is winter's morning drear, 
What was whylome Nature's daytime, 

Seems the e'ening of the year. 
how quicklie, how fleeting, 

Antum's gowden fruits are fled, 
Scarce they're tasted bat they're wasted. 

And the boughs that bore them dead. 
What just now was harvest feasting 

When the horn o' Plenty blew, 
Vintage mirth, and merry jesting, 

Ceas'd when Brumal whirlwinds blew. 
how quicklie, how fleeting, 
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Glents awa the winter blear; 
Other springs, our senses cheating, 

Soon will bloom to bloom nae mair. 
Life on earth is always waning, 

Flitting Hours are doom'd to flie , 
But th' eternal sell remaining , 

Owns a hame ayont the skie. 
Ah while ilk successive season 

Stowns some friend, till a' be gone-, 
Time is spining, we are. sinning. 

Life's pale lamp is burning on. 
Cares oppressing, fools caressing, 

Toiling till our span be spun ; 
Hope we find the anely blessing 

Waiting the eternal Sun. 
Hail then, Lady Star of Heaven, 

Hear y'er pilgrim's votive prayer, 
Balm of woes the Gude hae given 

To the mourner in despair; 
That which ance was giddie Pleasure's, 

Passing time, shall now be thine; 
Thee I'll praise in deftest measures, 

Virgin, now thine ear incline. 
For since changeable and fleeting 

Are a' warldly pleasures here, 
Spring and summer ever cheating, 

Autumn waning, winter near. 
Brightest Star, for ever shining, 

Round whas feet sweet Angels sing, 
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Help my saol, to HeaVn inclining, 
To obtain eternal spring. (*) 

T. FHl 

P 7 ) ALLA SANTA VIRGINE. 

Salve, del cielo sovrana, 
Bianca stella matutina, 
Degli' angioli regina, 
Fonte del divin amor; 

Salve, della grazia piena; 
Fra le donne ben stimata, 
Sposa figliuola nata 
Madre vera del Signor; 

Solazio dei peccatori, 
Dei smarriti Cinosura, / 
Lome cbiaro, luee pura, 
E perfetta castita; 

Palma della pazienza, 
Soave cassia odorata, 
Cedro dolce bene amata 
Dell* eterna carita; 

II aerpente, gia calcato 

Sotto i vostri pie', dolente, 



(*) This hymn , of which there is an English version , was 
written, in the authour's flower garden at Harfwell in Sussex 
in 1824. 
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Nella testa serba sempre 
L'alta impronta di bonta. 

Maria, per me ora, 
Allegra la mia sorte, 
£ nelT ora delta morte 
Fa morire in fidelta, 

(58) BIRTHDAY SONG. 

Head o' wit an beart o' worth! 
Science stamped thee at thy birth 
Star to shine mid lesser lights, 
Splendid in thy , mental flights. 

The natal day, yet fresh an green, 
Thy years advance, yet age doth seem 
To treat thee as her favour'd child! 
The marks she leaves, so gently mild. 
s 

A man in ilka sense thon art, 
One wha neer play'd a second part, 
In friendship true, in wit supreme 
Shew me a man o' noblor fame. (*) 



(*) From a particular and highly talented friend , who added, 

These lines say muoh, thine be the glorie 
The poets task devolves on Nortel 



URANIA. 403 



THE BORDER JACOBITE'S LAY. 

Shall Scotland's glories for aye be forgotten, 

Her praises interr'd wi' her chieftains of old, 
Shall her warriors fa' on a soil that is rotten, 

Her glemen a' sleep, while her tale is untold: 
Nay, the hluid o' the slain that is shed on her borders 

Have water'd the seeds o' ambition an love, 
Ad the minstrel shall sing o' her woes and disorders 

Sae long an ane piper respond frae the grove* 
While heather shall purple the braes o' Lochabar 

The broom an the gowan shall smile upon Ayr; 
While the bairns o' Dun Edin shall dance to the tabor. 

The Muses o' Scotland her trophies shall wear, 
The soil is still fresh on the brave Field o' Flodden , 

By Waters o* Derwent our laurels still grow, 
An the thistle shall bloom on the field of Culloden 

Till the last o' her bards shall lie buried below. 
If her poets were dead to the truth o' her story, 

Her plumes have been carried by wind o'er the sea, 
An while leal tie shall glow bv the ingle o' Worie, 

His twa bonnie lassies her Muses maun be. 
Tho' her glories to day should be buried in sorrow 

Her wrongs, like her heros, should sink on theplain 
0' Forstei's long line there shall rise up tomorrow 

A bard wha can feel them and sing them again. 
Though Elizabeth still on her banners may trample 

The tartan o' Stuart maun yet be her shrowd, 
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An Scotia will rise a great glorious example 
When the trumpet of judgement shall scatter her 

[cloud, 

m WAR SONG. 

Tone : Scots wha hae tft" Wallace bled* 

Scots can ye forget the fame 
Of Wallace an of Brace's name, 
On manie a field who laid the claim 
To glorious Victory. 

Caledonia wave your banners high 
In Freedom's cause the stife to try 
To conquer nobly, or to die, 
On Scotia's plain this day. 

Tis not in Scottish blood to shrink, 
Drain deep y'er veins; for every link 
This day that's broke will surelie sink 
Your fate in slavery. 

By hames ye love, by every tie 
On earth that's sacred or on high, 
Y'er freedom purchase gloriously 
Or honour's field this day. 

Then lay th' usurping tyrant low, 

Show how the blood o' Scotsmen glow 

In Freedom's, cause, against a foe! 

A grave or victory 

R. N. 
Nov. 1845. 
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(W SONG. 

To the Bell/lowers thai grew round a Saint 1 s Pillar 

ye wee drooping bells o' blue , 
Like rosaries of azure hue, 
That catch the palmer's passing view, 
As on he's wending 

To some saint's shrine, at e'ening hour, 
I'll sit beneath the mantled tower, 
To count my beads , while pelts the shower , 
To which thou'rt bending. 

When high aloft, in accents fair, 
The pillarM martyr maks his prayer, 
And carols to the ambient air, 
As if revealing. 

Some mystery o' God on high, 
Silent and motionless I'll try 
To catch the prophet's words that fly 
Neath Heaven's high ceiling. 

W THE REVIR LYS 

Impromptu io Aug. 1845. 

The white skiff on the azure Lys 
Its wending course ran on , 
And hearts were bounding in that bark 
Which the sun shone upon. 
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The sunnie smile of infant years , 
The dimples of sixteen, 
A mother smiling in her love 
On faces fair serene 

Oh lovelie stream through many scenes 
Of peace and quiet thy way! 
Run on in gentle ripples by 
The sweetly scented hay. 

By hall by cot and antique tower {*) 
By village church and glade 
And where the lonely peasant seeks 
His rest beneath the shade* • 



R. N. 



(63) THE MERRYMAID'S WAKE. 

Tone: Awake my love the stars shine bright. 

Awake, awake tis time, my jo, 

To cut wi* yer verses an rhyme, my jo, 

An tarry nae mair 

Wi' auld harradan Care 
While the merry bells gingle an chime, my jo. 



(*) The temenary of Jesuits at Prouchien a very old buil- 
ding — these L*ines being suggested by a party of pleasure 
sailing on the stream serein Ealopixes. 
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Gome live wi' Mirth an Glee, my jo, 
An dally a weavin wi' me, my jo, 

Leave Science an Lore, 

Like fish on the shore, 
While the Syrens are singing at sea, my jo 

to ken what's what, is as high, my jo, 
As wit metaphysio can fly, my jo, 

Let the rosyfring'd howl 

Then cheer up y'er soul, 
When the waves o' the Ocean run high, my jo. 

While shines our Lamp o' Day, my jo, 
And Youth an Beauty are gay, my jo 

Wi' the giddypac'd Hours, 

Well dance in green bowers 
While Joy on the pipe shall play, my jo. 

We shall then he ready to rove , my jo 
When Cynthia lights up the grove, my jo 

The laurel's green shade 

For Minerva was made, 
But the heather is booming for Love, my jo. 

An when at length dull Night, my jo , 
Shall end our career o' delight, my jo, 

W? Fancy we'll sail 

On the comet's lang tail, 
An awa to the regions o light my jo 1 
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IMPROMPTU VERSES. 

TO THE AUTHOUR OF THE WALLET 
Tunb : The Bleu Bonnets. 

Drink , drink, why dinna ye drink 
To the health o' the piper wha comes frae the border, 
Scotland will many day think o' the bonnie lay 
That Tommie hae brought fresh o'er the border. 

Fill, fill and fill up in order, 
Drink to the thistle and rose on the border, 
The piper is coming wi' wallet in order, 
- Go meet him and greet him, he's crossing ther border. 

His songs frae the Tweed to the Thames will be sung 
The welken will ring wi the bonderer's fan 
And the aald an' the young will chorus in order 
When* the king o' the pipers has crossed o'er the 

[border. 

Dnn Edin's fair lassies on his brow shall entwine 
The thistle an heather for the days 0' Lang Syne 
On his coat shall be worn the old Scottish order, 
For he is the only true King o' the Border. 

R. N. 
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(«) CHRISTMAS WASSAIL SONG. 

An: Duncen Gray* a come her* to «W. 

Hark the kirkbelis cheerlie ring 

Christmas tide is comin' 
Let us dance an let us sing, 

To tabor, pipe, an drummin' 0« 
Fill the bowl an then the glass 

Wi' lemon punch an brandy 0: 
Ilka lad maun toast his lass 

As sweet as sugar candy 0. 

A' without is cauld an drear, 

Wintry winds are howlin* 
A' within is mirth an cheer: 

Dinna then be scowlin' 0* 
Housewife set the table roun' 

Wi' minced pyes sae daintie 
Gather' d friends are joyous foun' 

Pour y'er Horn o* Plentie 0. 

Dance wi' me, my cantie jo, 

I'll hae nae denial 0, 
When Apollo draws the bow 

And Venus plays the viol 0. 
Marie leads the merry dance , 

Her steps all hearts bewitchin' 0, 
Terpsichore in ha' shall prance 

An Phryne in the kitchen 0. 

AGLAIA. iO 
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Gaffer tells the wodnous tale 

Grannie twines the riddle 0; 
Mirth an Glee can never fail 

When Concord tunes the fiddle 
Hear the hallow'd waits abroad 

Advent carols singing 
A' the choir are on the road 

Wi* fife an cymbals ringing 0. 

Fiercer brens the Christmas fire 

Monstrous logs consurain' 
Scotia strikes the Lawlan' lyre, 

Hielan' pipes are tunin* 0: 
Muses nine and Graces three 

Smirk their gladden'd faces 0, 
Mom us leads Euphrosyne 

To waltz, wi' fond embraces 0. 

Diogenes then seek y'er tub, 

Aw a dull Care an Sorrow 0, 
Or Poll shall gie ye sic a drub 

As ye maun feel the morrow 0. 
Thistle, Shamrok, Leak, an Rose, 

Join beneath the Holly 0; 
The Missle bough its shade bestows 

Above the Wassail jolly 0. 

Greasy Joan noo keels the pot, 
While crabs in pan are hissin' 

The tawsie mnunna be forgot, 
An then we'll a' be kissin' 0. 
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Bella squeeze the purplia' bunch, 

Silenus decks his waggon 0: 
Jodie noo maks love to Punch, 

While Bacchus drains the flaggon 0. 

Quips an jokes wi' dimpled smiles 

Settle last years quarrels 0, 
Casting glaiks the time beguiles 

While Jeanie taps the barrels 0. 
Games o' " Thread my needle Nan 

An " Hunt the Slipper winning 
Please the bairns whas wee bit span 

0* life is just beginning 0. 

The first wha quits the Jovial board 

Before we've drunk the cask all 
Like Peter wad deny his Lord, 

A lapear'd Heathen rascal 0. 
Well nae clap our naightcaps on, 

Sae lang as ale is flawia' 0, 
But will our Christian calling own, 

Though fifty Cocks were orowin' 0. 

Chorus of Cocks, Dogs an Cats. 

Cock a doodle do, 

Bow Wow Wow, 

Miaw Miaw Miaw. 

8 times. 
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<<*) SONG. 

Tune: Willie breto'd a peck o' maut. 

Willie is of age the day 

An Rob an Tam are topplin' roan' 
Twa cantie loans mair blythe than they 

Ye canna find in a' the toun. 

Ch. The lads are fou, the lasses braw 
fFi cup an tabor in our tnou , 
We'll drink an sing till day shall daw 
In spite o v Cock a doodle dool 

Then fill the bowl wi' rosy wine 
An tap the cask o' barley brie : 

For lads, wha come wi* us to dine; 
Maun swill an lilt as lang as we* 

The watchdog barks, wha cares for that 9 
Or heeds the Messin's wee bit tnou, 

Auld Poski's growl, or ankers yap 
Or surly Zampa's bow wow wow. 

Een tentie Betty now gets fresh 
An Mimie jimps on Pussie's paw, 

An Nannie gins the glass to smash, 
While squeeling cats begin to claw. 

So a' is noise in Tammie's ha 
An wi the goblet in our rnou, 

The girls a' reel, the cats a 9 nteaw 9 
The dogs a' bay wi' bow wow wou. 
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Mirth noo spangs wi tipsy air 

And Punch kens hoo the cork to draw, 
And ilka lad fa's off his chair, 

An so maun lay till day shall daw. 

Then wet tfer whistle, fill tfer maw, 
When joyous sauls are gather' d her*, 

The day may daw, the cock may craw; 
fFha care's for Morn or Chanticleer?! 

Dame Nature joins our jovial crew, 
The Sun now sinks an gulps the sea, 

The flower sips the fallin' dew: 

If a' things drink, why may not we? 

Aye mistress Moon then ye may blink 
On blushin* duds y 9 er arrows throw, 

But fill the bowl, lads, let us drink 
Until themorrow's cock shall craw. 

Aye roun' the cheerie inkle set, 
We're like the kettle and. the pot, — 

We sing, hoys, while we warmer get, 
But scold an hiss when unko hot. 

Now wi a wee trap in our een, 
As muckle maun our painches graw, 

Our thropills hech, a's dimlie seen % 
An heels o'er gowdy doun we fa! 



O In thif kind of song every other stanza is a chorus 
to be sang by the whole party. This song was written for a 
Jovial board March 2 1845, 
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(67) ODE TO TWA TUMBLER DOOS. (*) 

Twa too confiding tentless fowls! 

What boots it that when danger scowls 

Ye hae escap'd the fanks an owls , 

As ye were able, 
An ilka nightlie graip that prowls 

In hoif or stable. 

Wi Fortune's force ye canna grapple, 

And when she thraws y'er gawsie thrapple, 

What gain, that ye kent hoo to tapple 

On whirrin' wing. 
For soon in grease y'er bluid maun papple 

An hiss an sing, 

A like fate waits on man's ambition, 
Wha to Fortuna maks petition: 
Hoo oft she hurls to him perdition , 

Or treads him doun, 
Wi scantie gain and court fruition 

And wee renoun! 
The tawdrie blooms these gardens yield, 
The humble flouris o' the field 
Corn rigs an buskie shaws can shield 

Gainst whirlwind's strife, 



(*) Thif ode wai written for one of the Animali Friend 
Society, on the occasion of seing kill'd two tame pidgeom 
who had escaped beneath a woodin covering, afterwards tero'd 
up ifk sauce for dinner. 
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While ye below yon treacherous bield, 
Hae lost y'er life. 

So ilk auld cowclynk o' the toun 
The shochlin jad, the cappit loan, 
Long live to plague: but ah too soon 

The patriot falls 
An neath Bellona's iron shoon 

Expiring squalls! 

Troth I did greet to hear ye squeelin', 

And when beneath my reekie ceilin' * 

Wi smoutie hands the lass was peelin' 

Y'er bonnie crest 
I amaist wish'd the deedthraw stealin' 

O'er her ain breast! 

What law gies mortals thus to trench 
On Nature's rights, to fat our painch, 
An glut our maw wi' gore an stench, 

Like cannibals, 
Yet hope wi' coward prayer to wrench 

Ope Heaven's portals! 

The limmer floyt, the cringin knave, 
The worm that gaws us in the grave; 
Or shark that wars o'er bilow'd wave, 

By hunger driven, 
Hae better chance their sauls to save 

An gang to Heaven! 

Then leave it to the savage crowd 
To tak that life the Gude bestow d 
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It wordis us wi' wot endow'd 

To be me mair human, 
The fruyts o' th'earth are proper food 

For man or woman. 

Sae noo fareweel my luckless birdies, 
And when the Sisters three my hurdiea 
Shall gruse, my prayer and partin' word is, 

Aboon I flie, 
For tho' my pass the cauld kirkyaird is, 

My name's on hie. 

Nor may the De'il e'er fry and roast 

My cannie pow an braunit coist, 

Like y'ers; when I be pinch't an cros'd 

Wi' wounds eternal, 
Nor serve me up a savourie toast 

In sauce infernal. 00 

m BALLOON SONG. 

IMPROMPTU, WHILE ASCENDING IN A BOLOOIf, April 80, 18B1. 

Adieu, queer speck of mould, adieu! 

Aloft I seek my lot 
Midst suns, and comets not a few, 

And, Earth, regret thee not! 
Thy surface is encas'd in mist, 

A speck to mortals given, 
If thou wert not, wouldst thou be miss'd, 

Among the stars of Heaven? 
Yet as I view rich Flora's train 

Of leaves and blossoms sweet, 
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I long to be aground again, 

Young Maia's smiles to meet, 
To lure her to some shady bower, 

Of woodbine and muskrose, 
While the gay lark cheer'd every hour, 

To court her in repose. 
I seem enshrin'd in ruby clouds 

That draw their curtains round. 
Above the noise of mortal crowds, 

Like insects, on the ground. 
what a splendid scene around, 

Of green fields, woods and brooks, 
That Silence hears the smallest sound 

An startling downward looks. 
Let Phaeton Sol's chariot guide, 

Scan tho Empyrean Sky; 
Under Night's cowl my head I hide, 

Like Icarus, too high: 
So, Doedalus, inspher'd in sack, 

Swell not with new renown, 
But, warn'd that Helle broke the back 

Of Phryxus, bring me down, 
JVith wife and child and dog to sup, 

Like other loons who roam, 

Returned as wise as I went up, 

To a 9 the cares of home (*). 



(*) Thi« Song if changed from an impromptu by the author 
on an aerial -voyage of experiment which he made in Euex. 
Saturday, April 30 1831. 
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(70) CAMBRIDGE BREAKFAST SONG. 

All ye learned of Cambridge and Oxford and all 
Ye Bigwigs and Num sculls of College and Hall 
Who would fein be Philosophers thirsting for know- 
Come hasten to breakfast at Trinity College, [ledge 
Chords. For there's Herschel and Forster 

And Babbage and all 

Are bringing t/ieir porridge 

Their wit and trite knowledge 

From each learned College 

And each learned Hall. 
The wisdom they used to say was in the wig 
And now in the skull, for the peruke's too big. 
But we think that the eggshell is fitter to hold* 
Our learning, so come e'er the coffee be cold. 
Tomorrow shall Peacock analyses shout, 
And Whewall talk learnedly learning about, 
And Forster, as wild as a fly in the shrouds, 
Strike the stars , if he don't get his head in the clouds. 
There's Herschel in chemistry richly learn'd 
Will shew how the world to a coke may be turn'd 
So while life shall remain and the blood gayly flows 
Let's eat and drink well and be jolly as Rose (*). 
Old Parr they say is a learned pig 
And Porson with Greek is grown wondrous big 
But I'm bound to say freshmen would bang them all 
Should they come to the scratch in Philosophy Hall. 
Though Shelley has cudgel'd the Oxford school 
And Byron has made the whole world a fool [wit 
They would barter their cunning their verses and 
For a slice of our breakfast, if they got a bit. 

(*) The author hereof is unknown , but the song remains 
in MS. And the editor recollects the very agreable Breakfast 
Parties to which it alludes, anno 1813. 
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Pi) SONG. 

DEAR NANNIE. 
Tons: O Whistle an I'U come to ye, my lad. 

come to the heather an', kiss me, my lass, 
come to the heather an kiss me, my luss; 
Between the cornrigs, or among the green grass, 
Aye, by hook or by crook, I maun catch ye wy las*. 

List, the birds in the grove are a 9 singin' a glee 
An the lavrock sae cheerlie is pipin' on hie, 
A' Nature in concord is ca'in* for ye, 
Sae Nannie come here an be liltin* a wee* 
Sae Nannie come here an be liltin' a wee. 
O come. etc. 

The haycocks are tann'd in the meadow , d'ye see, 
An sweet is the shade o 9 the new blossom'd tree , 
Y'er mither is sleeping the door is agee, 
Then hasten dear Nannie an' dally wi mc, 
Then hasten* dear Nannie an' dally wi me. 
O come. etc. 

See hoo the kine gambol on yonder green lea 
And the lambies an goats frisk about on the bree 
While Damon wi' Phyllis plays under the tree 
Sae come an be daffin' , dear Nannie , wi' me , 
Sae come an be daffin', dear Nannie, wi 9 me. 

Chorus. 

O come. etc. 

thalIa. li 
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(72) SONG. 

THE altercation. 
Tuns: Came tmdor my plaidie. 

Come come, said my mither, ye'r thretty an* twa, 
In the lottery o* Cupid a prize ye may draw , 
Sae pit on yer plaidie, come try for a lady, 
111 order my coach an' well gang to the ba', 
There is bonnie young Jennie, a sweet pick a ninny 
Her father is rich an' is laird o' the ha' ; 
What harm can betide ye, when I sit beside ye, 
To keek at fine ladies a' buskit sae braw. 

Gae wa' wi' y'er ladies, guid mither, gae wa\ 
I care nae for lassies wha dance in the ha', 
My heart, quite contra rie, is bent upon Marie, 
A puir duddie gipsie girl doun by the shaw: 
I care nae for Jeannie, for Susie, or Nannie 
Tho' as trig an' as fine as a China Maccaw, 
They may a' be king's dochters wi' jewels for tochers 
To luve my dear Marie is better than a'. 

What dinne ye haud, then , yer daddie in awe , 
Wad ye bald his auld pow that's noo whiter thansnaw, 
Nay laddie come hither an' buss yer ain mither 
Still a green bloomin' widow o' sixty' an twa? 
If ye will but aye marrre the lass o' Glen Garrie, 
Yell hae her estates, di'mands housies an a', 
She is buskit in lilies like daffydowndillies 
An glitters wi' spangies, the gem o' the ha'! 
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Aye mither bat Marie is pride o* the shaw, 
Dame Nature hersel hae just buskit her braw, 
> Wi' a neck o' white posies , an cheeks o' red roses , 
An 9 een like the twin stars that twinkle awa, 
For puir folk love made is, I care nae for ladies, 
Let gowks an' cutmudgeons hnnt game in the ha , 
fiat while I love Marie, she maun be my dearie 
Her heart is my. ain, an' that's better than a*. 
Sae 111 tak my dear gipsie, the lass o' the shaw, 
fn duds tho' she's clad, she is bonnie an ta': 
She is cheerfn' an healthie, an* better than wealthie, 
An' dearlie I lore her, what's better than a'. 
Dinna then be conArarie, bat bless me wi' Marie, 
Bit an brat an' a bien cot beside o' the shaw, 
An while a wee drappie can mak as baith happie 
Te may gang to the De'il wi' yer gems o' the ha. 

t. r.-o 

<TC) GLEE. 

The BIo$om of Erin. 

Sweet bbsem of Erin, then ait in your grot: 

The Leak, Thistle and Rose to the Shamrock most 

[yield, 
E'en the bland Fleer de Lis, one can value it not, 

When your, ensign of ruby waves over the field ! 
Then love the green land that gave Columbine birth, 

In a bumper of whiskey we'll toast her to day , 
For her bloom is the loveliest flower on earth, 

That adorns the first emerald gem of the sea. 
£x Hombo Nostra Octobrii » 1845. 
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(74) CRUSADER'S HYMN. 

Bright breuned the tapers upon the blest shrine 
Yet sad was their brightness and solemn the glare 
As they shone o'er the waves of the broad streamin 

[Rhine 
When the Crusader lowly knelt down his at'prayer. 

Tomorrow I'm going a wanderer lone 
My kindred and friends perhaps see me no more. 
For the cry of the warsong must ca' me from home 
To seek the far tents on the Saracen shore. 

Mother untainted o Virgin most blest 
Thy aid 1 implore e'er at morn I depart: | 

Tis before thee I kneel, for thy name is imprest 
On the innermost shrine of the warrior's heart. 

When the yells o* the battle ring fearfully loud 
And summon the noble an brave to the field, 
As they gallantly charge on their coursers so proud, 
From the height of the Heavens be thou our shield, 

Then to death or to victory boldly wo fly, 
To the sound o' thet rumpet we'll shout out thy name, 
The banners of Jesus we'll wave to the sky 
As the pride o' the victor or crown o' the slain. 

S. M. R. 

P» SPRING SONG. 

Blooming spring returns again 
Flora paints the vernal plain 
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Handmaids o 9 the loveKe May 

Gather round an' strew the way 

Wi' the freshest fairest flowers, 

While the rosybosom'd flours, 

Dance beneath «the ehequer'd shade 

By the mewclod branches made* 

As around ye oast y*er een 

O'er the meadows dress'd in green , 

Blosotns fresh attract y*er view 

Fresher flowers ope anew 

A' their enamelfd oops expand, 

Like gems o' gowd «n ilka hand. 

An as the seasons onward go, 

Successive forms of beauty glow. 

Like pensive mini, the snowdrops rise, 

Whiteveilit in their vernal guise $ 

Crocus' train o' varied hoe 

Orange, stipit, white an' blue 

Rang'd beside die walk in rows 

By the dull whits Christmas rose 

Or daffodils ** paler yellow 

Or the jonquil sweet an' mellow , 

Casting its potent breath around 

The modest primrose /on the mound ; 

Soon frae out the grassie bed 

Hyacintha lifts her head 

In blue or white or pink she shews 

Her tresses dress'd in corymbose 

Here sweet Sofia smiles on us 

And there the sprang Eelleboros. 

But beside the tinkling rill 
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Winter seems to linger still, 
An on the wet gale wafts a kiss 
To the Caucasian Arabis. 
Reran' the roots o' sear auld trees 
Gather a few honey* bees; 
Still against the garden pale 
Hnddless monie a clustering snail 
Where plum an cherry, long in bloom, 
To the lattice'd pear gie room, 
Wi' wintry gales to brave. its lot 
By blosom'd peach an apricot. 
Brighter soon as Phcebus glows 
An' the muskie Zephyr blows 
Other beauties deek the Tale 
Offspring o' a milder gale, 
An' the safter Lybian breeze 
Whispers in the blosom'd trees; 
An Day a loftier course shall run 
When Pleiads wanton wi' the San , 
An plants their lighter wardrobe wear, 
Trichomanes then braids her hair 
For Monkey Poppy wha displays 
. His light red cops beside the ways 
Contrasting wi' the deeper dyes 
0' glowing purple Peonies. 
Now the Laburnum, o'er the lawn 
By the scythe sa trimlie shorn, 
Above the guelder rose in groups 
Its yellow pensile branches droops. 
While Iris shows her painted woof 
Of partycolour'd rays starproof, 
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An where the blackening cloods arise, 
She seems reflected frae the skies. 
Now laurel'd Daphne budding seems 
To court her ain dear Titan's beams, 
As ance of yore, by Pencils' flood, 
She wept in her green widowhood , 
An then on the Thessalian plain, 
Right glad that Sol return d again, 
Gathered in her leaftap'stried ha' 
Full concert o' the minstrels a% 
Enchanting Tempe's muskie dales 
Wi' choruses o' nightingales. 
Till Echo rested frae her flight, 
To mimic songs o' sic delight 
An' the Angelic Seraphim 
F«*om high Olympus listed them. 
So now on the Parnassian tree 
The bard o' plaintive melody, 
Night's paramour sweet Philomel 
Sings her sad ditty in the dell. 
Fairer beauties yet are borne 
On the new greenmantled lawn 
Reflecting every tint that strays 
From the sun's polymorphous rays. 
Gruel Procne now is seen 
Glancing o'er the village green, 
Where yearly by the water sallow 
Children greet the first spring swallow. 
From ilka bush the cuckoo sings 
An laverocks mount on lofty wings 
An every songster o' the grove 
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Pours forth anew the voice o* love. 

Wi' giddy steps the rosy Hours 

Dance on beds o' newblown flowers: 

Gome then lovelie Marie come , 

Fly the sordid city hum: 

Cupid leaves the dirty «tewn 

An is wi' gay Thalia flown 

To the rural woods an bowers 

Where fair Venus busty' in flowers, 

On ilka bank wi pansie blue, 

By pinks an' roses washM in dew, 

Beneath the hawthorn's scented shade, 

Is wi' her fond Adonis laid. 

Hasten, Nature ever kind 

Bids us tent the parent mind, 

An while yer life is yet in spring 

An Yonth and Joy are carolling 

An Love is rife is ilka grove, 

Let us in Nature's concert move, 

Till breaking a' the charms that tie 

The secret springs of extasy, 

We mount to realms o' higher bliss 

An' brighter scenes o' loveliness. 

T. F.° 
(76) THE SHEPHERD OF EDONIA. 

Ai»: It* poper Tune. 

The Shepherd o' Edonia when weary of his sport, 
To the woods for refreshment was used to resort, 
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He laid by his crook, as he sat himself doun, 
he wanted no riches, nor wished for a croun. 

He drank o* the cauld brook , and eat of the tree, 

Himself he enjoyed frae sorrows sae free, 

He valued no girl be she ever sae fair, 

Nae pride nor ambition, and therefore nae care. 

As he dandied abroad on one evening clear 
A heavenly voice sounded saft in his ears, 
Aye the voice came from out o' a sweet shade grove, 
Where the dear softeyed Emma sat singing of love. 

He stopped a moment to hear her discourse, 
He saw .something there which he lov'd in her face , 
He stood like a stane , not ane inch could he move, 

he kent no what ailed him , but fear'd it was love. 
His heart being revived , unto her he said, 

1 was never surprised before by a maid, 
When first I beheld ye, frae love I was free, 
But noo ye have stown aye my puir heart frae me. 

A. ft 

(™> BALLAD. 

Tone: The Lass o* Gowrie. 

As ance in Autumn's orchard shade 
Yertumous wf Pomona play'd 



(*) This is modelled on an old song sung in England at 
least thisty years ago , The tune is beautiful, simple , and very 
like a Scottish air. 
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An sea Nymphs a' their hair did braid 
Beside the placid water. 

On a black raincloud passing bye, 
I saw bright Iris ride on high, 
Aye dight in robes o' monie a dye 
Electra's lovclie daughter* 

She bore a scarf o' colour'd hues 
An trod the Earth in gowden shoes 
But seem'd to weep in fallin' dews 
As if beset" wi' sorrow. 

Yet Dia dried her tears sae fast, 
I thocht the storms o v life were past 
An hoped that Phoebus wad hae cast 
Bright glaiks upon the morrow. 

Hard bye Eunomia self was seen 
To busk the braes in fresher green 
An sweet Irene tint the scene 
Wi' Chloris' fairest] flowers: 

I join'd the dance in woodland glades 
Wi' bonnie Hamadryad maids 
An kiss'd fair Venus neath the shades 
Midst rosybosom'd Hours. 

An catching Hora flitting bye 
Resosv'd ilk' play fa* charm to try 
Which Fancy gies to Extasy 

When daffin' wi' ye, Marie; 

But I found the bow above 
Was but a sign o' angry Jove 
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0' lightning darts that pierce the grove, 

0' stormy winds contrary. 
Sae while the lamp of day doth shine , 
An Syrens calm the level brine , 
Your arms in fond ambaccs join, 
Dull care an trouble scorning. 
Ye dinna ken what's in the wind; 
Sae while the Fates are well inclined, 
Leave nae the e'enings joys behind 

Nor trust the morrow morning. (*) 

P7) < SONG. 

THE TWA PIPERS, 
Tarn's greeting to Rah, 

You'r welcome friend Rab, f greet ye wi glee, 
An ye ken weel that I am no boaster 

As lang as ye live nae piper can be 
Sic a crony as ye, wi Tarn Forster 

Sae fill up your glass an drink to the lass, 
For in troth ye're o drpnty auld bodie 

Wha ne'er in your life the bottle let pass 
Whether wine, ale or good whisky toddie. 

Jost gie us your news or gie us a sang 
An say how it farest wi the lasses 

If it were na for them to the deil I would bang 
The hale warld o' stupified asses. 



(*) This song like most of the rest, has a double meaning, 
to wit the physical phenomena of a rainbon , an emblem of life's 
uncertain pleasures. 
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An if bailh were auld an a wee broken doun 

An nae just sae stipple and frisky 

There's nae piper loun in Tillage or toun 

That c an match when warmet wi whiskie. 
Rob's reply to Tarn. 
Hold Tammie thats true , for your wallet will bang 
Very soon frae auld Bruges to the border 
For in Latin an Greek an in Spanish your sang 

To the lasses y'eve trimmed up in order. 
E'en the dogs hae come in for a share o v your lore 
Their patron, their friend an' kind master 
Ye've made them man's equal, in troth something mair 

For ye ken unco weel hou to plaister. 
Ye bothered auld Banks an the hale o' the ranks 
0' the Linnean host o' queer noodles , 
Wha time out o' date hae been playing their pranks, 

While their pranks you were teaching your poodles. 
In your trip in the air, what things ye saw there, 
When you mounted to crack wi young Luna! 
Did ye find the folk there as hardened wi care 

Or as jealous as in your ain toun a'? 
In prose an in rhyme, ye bae weel served your time, 
What piper can match ye in learning 
Ye've bothered wi knowledge the hale o' your 

[college 
By my faith ye hae left them a warning, 

An noo 'mongst the Scots, y'ere hatching your plots 
We the wallet that crosses the border 

The Jacobite lay will unco well pay, 

An your sangs, when the tunes are an order. 

ft. N. 
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(78) SONG. 

# The Pipers a begging, 

pity twa wanderin* pipers 
An dinna be deve to their wrongs 

Gif y'er hearts were w? charitie riper 
Te'd coff the wee book o' tbeir songs. 
Sing falderal lal de ral doe 
Sing falderal iol de roll da 
If ye ance get a sic/it <f their ballad* 
Ye trill a* begin singing awal 

nir Tarn is a bairn o' the border, 

Auld Reekie's the mither o' Rob, 

An 9 as soon as their Wallet's in order 

TheyTl gie a' y'er singers a job. 

Sing fal de ral etc. 

Time was when they sang at Dnn Edin, 
Had washing an 9 drink at the Firth 

They were rich baith in cleedin' an beddin' 
An kept the best table on earth. 
Sing fal de ral etc. 

But noo they are aged an poor, 

An their doggies hae scarcelie a bane, 

Sae prithee come open y'er door 
Gin y'er heart be as saft as a stane. 
Sing fal de ral etc. 

EUPHROSYNE. 42 
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Aye, gie 'em a muchkin o' whiskie 

An' blaw up y'er inkle sae bright , 
They'll drink wi' ye till ye are tipsie 
An play to ye a 9 the lang night. 
Sing fal de ral etc. 
Yell be yonng again while they are singing 

For Scotia's music gies life; ' 
When they pipe, ye'll in fancy be flinging 
Y'er arms roun' the lasses o' Fyfel 
Sing fal de ral etc* 
Auld Gaffer will skip an will caper 
# An Grannie will dance at the ba' 

An a' the young maidens will caper 
While Madgie shall lilt in the ha 9 * 
Sing fal de rql etc. 
The villagers a' will surroun' ye 

When pipers begin for to play < , 

An' mirth an' gtiid humour will croun ye 
An mak ye baith happie an' gay* 
Sing fal de ral etc. 
But if ye uncivilly treat 'em, 

An' wirina befriend them in need, 
But gang to a neebor to cheat 'em I 

An' borrow their verses to read ; 
Sing fal de ral etc. 
May the shriekowl alane be your singing 

Yer concord the barking o' dogs 
Wi' nae other songs but a ringing 
In baith o' yer waebegone lugs. 
Sing fal de ral etc. 
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Aye be y'er house silent an reekie , 
Your concert a chorus o' gnats, 

Your piper the wind in a creekie, 
Your harmony, wailling o' cats. * 
Sing fal de ral etc. 

May the Furies a cudgelling, give ye, 
On your hurdies may heavilie drum , 
An send ye wi' thumps in a jiffie . 
Awa to the kingdom to come* 
Sae fal de ral ral d* ral ral * 

Sivy fal de ral, ral de ral ra 
Ye maun buy t&is wee battle o' verses 
An 9 wi it gang liltin 9 awa! 

<W SQNG. 

Trou; TheWb's awa tei the Exciseman. 

Auld 9 Niojt cam paddling over the brine, 
I dinna ken 7^ wn Y ne went, man, 
An' left us at Bruges t6 guttle like swine. 
An 9 awa wi' our piper to Ghent, man* 

Auld Niek's awa, auld Nieks awa, 
On the Consul's songs ye may linger, 
Noo write a' yer notes for other mens'thoats, 
Auld Niek's awa wi' your singer, 

But nevertheless we'll smuggle a glass 
Come tipple if ye be a wise man; 
A philosopher surely may daff wi' a lass, 
An' our piper is nae an exciseman. 
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We'll dance oar jigs, an will ran oar rigs 
Wi' reels, hornpipes an strathspeys, man, 
An swill Scotch whiskey like thirsty pigs , 
For our piper is no an exciseman! 

When Robin's awa we drink naething but rain, 
An ilka inan feels like a monk, sir 
But now that Robie's come hither again 
This night ye maun a' get drunk, sir 

Nae mair he's awa 9 nae tnair he's awa 
In our pyes he again hoe a finger 
An they thai can't reel, may a 9 gang to the De'il 
Sae fill up yer glass to your singer. (*) 

WARSONG 

OF DERWENT WATER. 
Tuns; Scots who has tot" WaUom bled. 

Scots an' liegemen o* the King, 
Scots across the Border bring 
A* ye'r arms, an 9 shout an* sing 

To death or Victory* 
Honour's won, if valour die, 
Glorie mounts aboon the skie, 
Stuart's banner waves on high, 

O'er grave or victory. 

Scots, yer foes are on the road 
Fend the Jan' that Marie trod, 

■ — ■■ ■ . ' ' ' ■ ' ' ■ ■ " 

(*) This impromptu followed the singing of the foregoing. 



ECPMftOSYHE. 437 

Murdered Qoeea, wha, Bath the sod, 

Still ca*s for Victory, 
Scots, can nae fine dntie flee, 
Virtue's cause can never dee, 
Angels wait lor those on hie, 

Wha &' for victory. 

Beat the spiritstirring dram, 
Soon 9 the tocsin; glemen come, 
Frae Glencoe unto Tyndrum, 

A* ca 9 for victory. 
Kiltit lads frae Hielan toun! 
Lawlan 9 lads shall join ye soon, 
A' are thrang frae Fyfe to Doun 

An* cry for victory. 

Ilka lass in tartan plaid, 
Forth by Scotland's pibroch led, 
Spangs wi 9 gladsome heels to tread 

The field o' victory. 
On Ben Leddie'a fabled site 
On Ben Nevis' peerless hight 
Beacons rest to bren by night, 

Proclaimin 9 victory. 
Vocal reeds by Lugar slow, 
Riplin' waves o' Tweed that flow 
Winds frae a 9 the airts that blow 

Noo pipe for victory. 
Larks in air that wake the day, 
Warbling bird* on ilka spray. 
Nature's minstrels ch,eer, the way , 

That leads to victory. 
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Derwentwater leads the van , 
Forster joins the Stuart clan, 
Heaven itself directs the han* 

That fechts for victory. 
If we're Fortune's victims made, 
Fa' beneath the Sassenach blade, 
The gude above shall croun the shade 

0' Stuart wi' victory. (*) 

T. F. 00 || 
(so) SONG. 

THE GIRL'S THE JO, FOR a' IHAT. 

Can tawdrie braws an jewels fine 

An' dancing steps an a' that 
Mak me to onie lass incline, 
Wi' thriftie han' a' that. 
An a' that an 9 a 9 that 
Aye meikle mair than a 3 that 
The lass maun hoe wha wad be mine, 
My daintie /ore, an a that. 

They offer'd me Augusta smart 
Wi' tocher, rank an* a' that 

But gowdies canna win the heart 
Fine houses, Ian' an 1 a that* 



(*) The merit o' this song, penned in a hasty moment of 
recreation, is merely in its measure; in the second stasia 
of the air, the subject always mounting with the muiick. 
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An *> that mn an' that 
¥Ti flunkies, fools m' a that, 
Her worth is but the com stamp 
On ore alloy'd em 9 a that, 

Then Bella came baith rich an gay, 

Cad waltz an' polk an' a' thai, 
Bat 0, my saal was ever wae 
An sair, wi 9 her, an 1 a' that. 
An a 9 that an a that 
An 9 muchle mair than a 9 that: 
Her couttlie gear an braided fair 
Were nae the charm t for a' that. 

At length came Marie, bonnie lass, 
Wha gain'd the prize an' a' that; 
Her breath was sweet as tedded grass 
Where roses blaw an" a* that: 
An a 9 that an 9 a that 
Baitfi leal an 9 fair an 9 a 9 , that 
For she hae nae corruptit been 
By pride an 9 wealth an 9 a 9 that. 

Sae she maun be my haroelie bride, 

To tent my kye an' v? that, 
An' what can riches gie beside 
But care an pain an' a' that. 
An 9 a that an 9 a 9 that 
Aye she is mair that a that: 
The rank is Follie 9 s cap an 9 bell, 
The girVs the jo , for a 9 that. 
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The Glide created man an* wife 
An brother, bairn an' a' that. 
The De'il to set the folks at strife 
Made ladies lairds an' a* that, 
ArC a* that an 9 a 9 that 
An 9 meikle mair than a 9 that, 
Made dowfs to how to titled gouhs 
An 9 knaves to rule an 9 a 9 that. 

When Adam ggye to Eve his ban', 

There were nae lairds niie a 9 that, 
An 9 yet the warl' gaed brawlis on, 
An' men encroas'd, an a' that. 
Ari a 9 that an 9 a 9 that 
An peace prevaiFd an a that, 
For there were then nae tyrants fear'd 
Nor cringing slaves an 9 a 9 that. 

Then let us cheer the bappie time 

The gowden age, an' a' that, 
When Liberty in ilka clime . 
Shall wear the crown an' a 9 that: 
Ari a' that an 9 a 9 that 
Shafl cruth her foes, an 9 Q 9 that, 
When Virtue shall alone be rank, 
An 9 Science power an' a 9 that I 

Brugge 22 J an v. 1840. 

T. F. 00 ll 
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(81) SONG. 

Tune: Andrew an* his rusty gun, 

Blythe, blythe an' merry weVe been 
Blythe an' gay in Tammie's ha! 
Monie a cantie nigbt we've seen, 
And sat till Chanticleer did craw. 
The eening sun saw ns sit doun: 
The toddie jug we weel did ca', 
The saug au toast they baith gaed roun', 
Till Enstor frae his chair did fa. 

Chorus. Blyttie hlytRe and meroy wer've etc. 

We never thought upon the morn 
Sae lang's the moon blink'd in the heigh, 
But quaff'd wi glee, au fill'd the horn: 
'Till horn an bottle baith were drie. 
The sang o' Rao's, an Tammie's pipe 
Wi Enstors logic, pith an rhyme, 
Gat through the nicht wi unca speed. 
In spite o that auld carl ca'd Time, 

Chores. BlytRe blythe and merry were tee. 

R- K. 
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«) ZAMPA'S LAMENT. 

For Am Puppyhood. 

When I on heaps went seeking- food, 

A stranger to all woe, 
In the days of my dear puppyhood 

A long time ago. 
In ffc dag/* etc* 

I lov'd to wrestle for a bone 

Wi mastiffs twice my sue 
Then scamper to my vulgar home 

Exulting in my prize. 

For well bred dogs I carce cared I : 

I lov'd a swell mob cur 
That snarls at every passer by 

Without the least demur. 

Could I those days recall I would, 

And bid adieu te woe 
Those days of my dear puppyhood 

A long time ago. 
Tha$e dny$ etc. 

My former mistress poor an old, 
The printer's devils black, 

Was dearer then than now the gold 
In my new masters sack. 

The bed of down, where now I sleep, 
Fd willingly give up, 
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To scratch again each dirty heap, 
Wh ere I was wout to sup. 

The wretched mongrel cars so lean 

That bark a faint bowwow 
With whom s've pickes old bones so clean 

Oh would they know me now ! ? 

The slave's vile collar round my throat , 

Bereft of all my spank, 
Torn from the dogs on whom I doat , 

And shut up like a monk! 

They'd howl , these tender fellows would , 

Lamenting o'er my woe. 
As I do o'er my puppyhood 

I long time ago. 
M I do etc. etc. 

In Bruges town , itself a tomb 
Without one cheering ray, 
I'm captive in a great big room* 

To moan the livelong day. 

t 

My master takes me out to walk, 

To please some lady fair , 
Its very fine for them to talk, 

But my poor heart's not there. 

They call my master o'er the coals, 

Those pompous bigots vain, 
For saying that we dogs have souls, 

And so must live again. 
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But if my soul he'd think of less , 

And let my body free, 
My latest hours his name should bless 
So grateful I would be. 

Td slip my collar then for good , 

Heap hunting quikly go, 
As gay as in my puppyhood 
A long time ago. 

As gay etc. bis. 

Zahpa. 
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ROTES. 




So here'* a bind, my trasty frien*, 

And gie'i a hand o* thine 9 * 
And well tak a right guid willie wang 

For anld lang syne. 

And mrelie yell he yer pint ftowp , 

And fnrelie IH he mine; 
And well tak a cap o* kindness yet, 

For anld lang iyne. 

Far auld long syne, my 

For auid long *yne; 
WJU tak a cup 
Far auld tang #»««« 



O htn€M0$8 yt*p 
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The following is a popular song in one of our 
melodrames, and is a lair sample of the airs of 
about twenty years ago. 

Flowia Gbl Song* 

the fefther ©•. Hnrr a. foceste? v» 
, An' ail. h««Bst apid, Woodman wu ho 
An* Nancy a braw bonnie innocent laas 
A* the ran in hit circuit caH see*' 

Choeus. 

She gathered wild flowers / pints lilies an* rotes, 
An' cried thro' the village; Come buy my sweet posies. 

The charms o* this fair one a 'villager caught 

Aye a noble an' rich man was he, 
Great offers he made, but by Nancy wasthaught 
That a pnir girl right honest might be. 
So she gathered etc* 

Though Nancy'j ain. Baddie a farefctex was , 

An* a duddie wee stroller was she, 
Tet a lover sae wealthy soon married the. lass 

An* she's happie as. maiden cad be. 

Sae ncifi longer wild flowers et caefcera. 

P. 18 note. The Flemish song introduced here 
was written to the tude of AM Lang Syne and 
addressed to a favourise lady at a Jovial party: 
its sentiments are in perfect character, as a song 
of the country; and the words shew the resem- 
blance which exists between the Scottish and Fle- 
mish languages. 
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Those, who are fond of comparing the children 
languages of one mother tongue, may like to have a 
sampleof the German : we shall therefore select one 
from the Volhslieder which expresses a sentimenta; 
lity common to that people, 

SONG. 

Sagt wo sind die Veilclten bin 

Die so freudig glanzten 
Und der Blumenkdnigin 

Ihren Weg bekranzten? 
Jangling ach! der Lenz enflieht 

Dim Veildhen sind' verblutlr. 

Sagt wo sincl die Rosen hin, 
Die wir sragend pfluchten, 
Ala aicb Hirt* und Shftferin 
Hut nnd Buses tehmuctyen!, 

Madchen ach! der Summer flieht 
Die$e Rosen sind verbiuht. 

BHnge d*na zumBauhleln ttilch 
Das die Binseh trlnkte, 
Das mil leizem Murmeln sioh 
In die Thaler senkte. 

Xuft und Sonne giuten sehr, 
Jenes Bachlein ist nicht mehr. 

Fubre dann mr Lanbe mich 
Wo die Rosen standen, 
Wo in treuer Liebe sich 
Hirt' und Madchen fanden? 

Wind und Hagel slurmten sehr 
Jene Laube ist nicht mehr.* 
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Sagt wo dena dag Madchen his 
Dat weil icb'a erblickte, 
Sich mit demuthvollem Sinn 
Zu den Vielchen buckle? 

Jungling ach die Scbdnbeit fliehtj 
Aneb das Madchen iat ▼erbluht. 

Wo Ut denn die Sanger bin 
Der auf bunten Wieten 
Veilchcn Ros' nod Schaferinn 
Laub' and Bach gepriesen? 

Madchen unser Leben fliebt 
Aacb der Singer ist yerblnkt. 

" This kind of allusion to the flight of Time, 
which so frequently accompanied the amatory poems 
of the antients; as well as the admonition to makfe 
use of the fleeting hours while life was yet young, 
has not been imitated so much by the classic and 
poetic writers of our country, and of France, as 
by those of Germany and of Scotland* The peculiar 
turn of thought given to different poetical com- 
positions must, like the modifications of melody 
in musick, be attributed to the peculiar genius 
or natural character of the composer. According 
to the relative proportion in which the different 
sentiments of the human mind are developed in 
every individual, which depens on organization, 
is his character varied. Poetical effusions afford the 
best examples for tracing these shades of diffe- 
rence , because the poet of all other persons gives 
vent to the unrestrained impulses of his soul, 



NOTES. 149 

and delivers out on paper sentiments which the 
man of the world conceals or loses sight of in 
the active pursuits of business* The mixture of the 
melancholic pensireness with amatory feeling, and 
the constant allusion to the impending end of 
our pleasures, while we are celebrating their en- 
joyment, is particularly conspicuous in the writings 
of Anacreon, and in those Roman writers who have 
imitated the Greek style of compositions. " 

The Germans closely imitate this, and enjoin 
us to make use of fleeting hours , while the Scottish 
is rather more of a retrospective melancholly* See 
the popular Song* Ye Banks fin 1 Braes o' bonnie Doun* 

P. 85 Address to my auldDog Shargs- The follo- 
wing are the anthor's lines inscribed on the dogs 
tomb to which allusion is made, in the introduc- 
tion: — 

INSCRIPTION 

For the Tomb of my old Dog Skargs, buried at Scharbeek 
Sunday 34 th Juno 1838. 

Beneath these trees I've buried my old dog, 

Who, nine years, by my side was wont to jog, 

With him I lov'd the weary day to spend, 

My brother mortal and my only friend. 

But now his tongue is mute, his bones are old, 

His nerves are quiet and his blood is cold. 

Tet, warmer still , though cold , than those who find 

A pride to boast themselves of human kind: 

Nor emptier I find his hollow head, 
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Now 'laid , as whUbme , on hfs master's bed, 

fchan MpiH Wi, Who Y&& sdch*rliitfeto ptfns 

*o make 'me fttfnfc His WoUlpbUse^'H^raHnf; 

For Snares wan Natnre's detmt nmeeCMt xshlfel 

flis ways were simple 'and bis temper miloV, 

His faithful! heart alone knew no deceit! 

And, When his tongue bis master's hand would fereet, 

'No squint fcusciption filled 'the 'cautions miml, 

Such as one Wit "wTfch greettk V? ^fokfli*-, 

That Venom lark tehink each fond embrace, 

While hypocrite is written in the face, 

Vile man alone defiles the nnptiai bed! 

£ust bids him couple , interest makes him wed ; 

Grille prompts his virtues, 'aVarise liis^cares; 

'And "coward superstition writes Ms ^rayerv* 

In his curs'd fall, if tales of old be true, 

And Satan -realty tumbled ^rtth tils crew), 

Man, more 'degraded than the Vest', at lerfst, 

Fell lower than each other fallen beast; 

And, to conceal his shame, he makes bis task, | 

In every stage of life to wear the mask; 

For though the lion lies not with lamb, 

The cub sleeps safely % (he parent dam; i 

The fox may hunt the goose, the stoat the rat,- | 

The snappish <deg may chase ihe saucy cat, | 

Where right is might 1 and Hunger points the way, 

The stronger beast will make Ihe weak his prey; 

But man leayes other brutes far, far behind, 

In cruelty*, and preys upon mankind; 

Goirg'd with the gore beast, seeks human food, 

Eats kindred flesh , and drinks his brothers'blood. j 

In civil life, a fiend grown more refin'd, 

He steals his friend's estate and wounds his mind; | 

^Destroys his comrade's honor blasts bis fame, 

And robs his neighbour of an honest name; 

And, when his foul career is fully run, 

His body rotten and his soul undone, 



NOTES. TS\ 

He hopes to get his horrid sins forgiven, 
By laying claim to an exclusive Heaven. 
Yes, cursed man! I've 'seen the sable dye, 
In every clime, of thy hypocrisy, * 
But , my dear dog, endow'd with simple grace, 
Carried his heart upon his honest face; 
With friendschip, not by sordid lucre gain'd, 
His faith unpurclias'd and his love unfeign'd, 
He, unlike man, who courts where he can pick, 
Lick'd where belov'd, not lovM where he could lick; 
And prov'd himselfs, to life's remotest end, 
My only trusty and confiding friend. 
But now he's gone and all his pranks are o'er; 
And Poski plays where S ha rgs had play'd before; 
God wot how soon a third may take his place, 
And grace the kennel he was wont to grace; 
*Hbw •soon 'may Zampa wag bis merry tail 
O'er their twin graves; for dogs, like men, are frail, 
At least in body, though they 'er firm in mind 
As in these records trac'd by love we find. 
Like waves at sea, or flowers in the mead, 
Han follows man, and dogs to dogs sticced: 
Where'er the mind can rove, or body range, 
The universe is one wide ceaseless change: 
Nor where we come form, nor yet where we go, 
Have the Gods giv'n to prying man to know. 
Then, hither, Muses, all your concord bring, 
And , Flora ,* round this urn your blossoms fling . 
Haste to this mould, and on this tabled lay 
Each virgin bloom that decks (he lap of Mtfy; 
Scatter the heartsease of Unriumber'd dytis, 
And open Summer's 'swdfet enamell'd eyes. 
And thou, Melpomene, 'w'hom Pity bids 
To dry 4hy 'tears and wipe thy loVely lids, 
Dip Clio's quill in r Bralima f s r Inditfn ink, 
Since all eftsbdris of Lethe's stream miftt drink, 
And -write on this grey tbm)>, o^rgrtiwn 'wife moss — 
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Of one true friend I here bewail the loss. 
Of all the forms fond Memory can trace 
Node are so tweet as Puppy'f sonsie face. 
Bust was snag, old Teat was vastly clever, 
Fangs handsome, Nep and Ank.ee quiet never, 
Long Pum was fond, but cross, Guess hardly ciyi, 
And poor old Loski, snappish as the Devil, 
Bat was endowed with friensdhips's firmest ties, 
While Sorrow sat upon his yellow eyes, 
And e'en in death his pleasure unsurpass'd 
Was to defend my wardrobe to the last, 
ffature for each fond dog from Jove had stole 
Some special grace to animate his soul , 
To $HARGS alone were higher titles given, 
Which Justice registers to day in Heaven. 

The follewing is the author's translation of Her- 
schel's Telescope Song to which allusion has been 
made* 

TUBUS HERSCHELII. 

CHORUS. 

LoBtua to jam quisque canst quod mimica nobis 
Echo per veterem concinet acta tubum! 

Hie pater et mater juvenes natssque sedemus 

In teliscopii, nocte micante, tuho! 
Hie laeta insolitos faciamus voce sonores, 

Dum novus annus adest, et vetus inde fugit! 
Horrida lustra decern ridebat flamina coelij 

Tempestas formam rumpere nulla potest; 
Ast ubi stelliferum porrexit in ardua truncum 

Procumbit gelido machina grandis humo. 
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Quot telescopio fulserunt sidera noctu , 

Astraque mortali non numeranda manu, 
Inque oaTO longo qua3 sunt miracula visa 

Quae solum omnipotens conspioit ipse Deus! 
Hie mihi per ooctem pater observare solebat 

Ante horainem facti luraina raulta poli, 
Dam illic perpetuis coelo revolubile gyris, 

Mulcebat yultum quisque planet a suum. 
Omnia Tempus edax mordaci dente vorahit; 

£t sub Fortune calcibus omne perit! 
Sed quamyis facile inveniet non dentibns ipsis, 

Sera Gigantoum pulveret Hora tubum. 
In vano hoc faciet; nam facta notata per ilium, 

Dum yiyit Cybele, yera yidenda manent: 
Jam novus annus adest yetus aura atque annus abibit, 

Di mittant pluviae, sole tepente, minus. 
Tempore yenturo jFors protegat omnia yobis, 

Eque tubo intactas fundat uterque preces, 
Ut placeat Divis multos revolula per annos 

Gens teletcopico qusa canet orta choro. 

T. F.°°(J 

The Sea Song p. 61 , goes (o the favourite tune 
of Hossier's Ghost: it was intented to have inserted 
the following Verses, by the author, to the same 
tune, but it was deemed too long, The Verses 
were written about the year 1813, and first ap- 
peared in the Morning Chronicle. Dr Forster after- 
wards became the first person who announced 
Phrenology as a science at Edinbourg, in a paper 
read before the Wernerian Society in spring 1816. 
The following are the lines* 
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Wild Ideality unshaken 
By facto or theory whose spell 

Maddens the sonl and fires our beacon: 
Whom Memory tortures, Mope deludes, 

Whom Circumspection fills with dread, 
On every Organ he obtrudes, 

Until Destruction o'er his head 
Impends; then mad with luckless strife , 

Be volunteers the loss of life. 
And canst' thou teach to future man 

The way his evils to repair? — 
Say, memento of the span 

Of mortal life! For if the care 
Of Truth to Science be not given, 

From whom no treachery it can sever, 
There's no dependence under Heaven 

That error may not reign for ever. 
May future heads more learning cull 

From thee, when mine shall be a skull. 




